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Thoroughbreds 


By Salvator 





Class Ignored By Majority 
Of Experts In Selecting 
Horse Of The Year 


As the Old Year goes out—and, 
by all means, “Speed the parting 
guest’—the experts have been de- 
ciding among themselves which are 
the “Horses of the Year.” 


They have been quite generally 
unanimous, with the following re- 
sults: 


The Horse of the Year (irrespec- 
tive of age or sex): Whirlaway. 

Three-year-old: Alsab. 

Three-year-old filly: Vagrancy. 

Two-year-old: Count Fleet. 

Two-year-old filly: Askmenow. 

Speaking from the side-lines, out- 
side the ‘‘expert’’» category, it may 
be said that these selections were 
guaranteed in advance. 

They represent, with but two ex- 
ceptions, the largest money-winners 
in the various divisions designated. 

The chief exception being Alsab. 
He yields as the leading money-win- 
ning 3-year-old to Shut Out by a 
narrow margin. 

Their credits being: Shut Out, 
$238,972; Alsab, $234,565. 

In the earlier part of the season 
Shut Out was dominant. But at the 
back end of it he went amis# and 
was unable to defend himself, while 
Alsab, simultaneously, came forward 
into the spot light once more and 
just missed nosing him out the 
money-won title. 

These facts are all 
but are recorded in the 
precision. 

What we glean from them. in the 
final audit, is that the modern 
horse, by the majority of modern 
experts, is ranked according to 
money-winnings—and not, 
sarily, according to his class from 
the racing or sporting standpoint. 

While what happens at the sea- 


for 


known 
interests of 


well 


race 


his 
neces: 


son’s close causes what occurred 
earlier to be ignored. 

Take the instances, for examnls, 
of Alsab and Shut Out. 

The former colt won only 9 out 
of 23 starts, which is a percentage 
of but 39.1. 

Whereas the latter, by winning 
8 out of 12, recorded a percentage 


of no less than 66.6. 
On this basis, Alsab is a bad 
The two met 4 times. 
First in the Kentucky Derby, in 


2nd. 


which Shut Out won, with Alsab 
2nd. 
Next in the Preakness, which 


Alsab won with Shut Out 5th. 
For the third time in the Belmont, 
Coutinued on Page Twenty 





A Wartime Hunt 
With The South 


Dorset Foxhounds 


By A. HENRY HIGGINSON 

That part of England in which I 
1 i v e—Dorsetshire—is particularly 
suited to two kinds of sport, fish- 
ing and foxhunting. Shooting of all 
sort, and the 
American would call this 
but to the English shoot- 
ing man, used to the great bags re- 
sulting from the 
Scotland, or the big pre-War shoot- 
the 
“rough 





there is, to be sure, 
average 
excellent 
grouse moors of 
ing 
this sort of 
it is called over here,— 


parties on large’ estates, 
shooting’’—as 
is negligible. 
Fish abound in streams and provide 
really excellent sport for the dry fly 
trout the 


streams at 


fisherman, and lower 


reaches of these certain 
seasons of the 
good salmon running up to forty 
pounds. One of these streams is the 
Piddle. It has_ its 
twelve miles from 


year often produce 


source about 
the sea and pur- 
sues its wandering course down the 


valley from the hills, giving its 
name to the _ villages it passes 
through, Piddletrenthide, Piddle- 


hinton, Piddletown (now corrupted 
to the more formal name of Puddle- 
town), Tolpuddle. The upper 
valley is one of the prettiest in the 
country throughout which the South 
Dorset Foxhounds 
peace time, to 
pursuit of the fox. Stretching away 
to the is the Cattistock 
try, while on the other side are the 


Continued on Page Three 


etc. 


were wont, in 


draw the coverts in 


west coun- 


Maryland Hunts 
All Reporting 
Excellent Sport 


Maryland Hunting Through The 
Eyes Of Helen Cadwalader 

(Editor’s Note:—We asked Helen 
find time 
to give us a general picture of the 
Maryland hunts and things 
looked to her. Then she came down 
here to Virginia and her story in the 
Dee. 13 Baltimore Sun, 
it all looked to her in this country, 





Cadwalader if she could 


how 


about how 


made us all the more anxious to 
have her point of view. We are hap- 
py to present it and congratulate 
the Sun on having her on their staff 
they are lucky.) 

Fox hunting in the Maryland 
counties adjacent to Baltimore 
had, so far, an encouraging season, 
with many of the same sort of war- 
time changes that have affected af 
hunting this year but with the con- 
tinued enthusiasm of both young and 
old. “regulars” and newcomers. 

The Elkridge-Harford Hunt up on 
My lLady’s Manor reports the best 
sport in many years, ever since cub- 
August. Tremendous 
four and six-mile pints 
the rule rather than the 
The has held. 
but for one or two cold snaps, and 


nas 


bing began in 
runs with 
have been 
exception. weather 
the going has been good. 

Dallas Leith continues to hunt the 
pack with Jake Robinson and Miles 
Jones (all three are professionals) 
whipping in. 

Continued on Page Eleven 





The Palingenesis of Geoffrey Gambado 





ON “THE IMAGE OF WAR 





By EXPOSITOR 





Xenophon tells us in a Treatise on Dogs and Hunting that the Art 
originated with Apollo and Diana, and asserts that the chase forms the best 
soldiers in the world: that it habituates men to cold, heat and fatigue; that 


{It kindles courage. elevates the soul, and invigorates the body; 


that it re- 


tards the effects of age, and renders the senses more acute; and finally that 


the pleasure which it affords is a sovereign remedy against all mental un- 


eusiness 


What better ensample could antiquity furnish, dear Reader, to emphasize 
the changing sentiments, aspirations. and zeal of the sporting fraternity or 


to accentuate the refinements 


which embellish all 


arts, sciences, yes, and 


even recreations, as the passing centuries exert their mellowing and civiliz- 


ing influence? 


But look about you in any hunting field today and tell me 


if those lovely gentlemen in shining top hats and glistening top boots, or 
those lovely ladies, with school girl complexions all aglow, and lips so cherry 
red, are drawn to the covert side to inure themselves to harsh fatigue or to 


prove masters (or mistresses, if you please) of the tempest. 


Indeed not, nor 


why should they with central heating to pull old Winter’s savage fangs and 


air conditioning to temper 
motives are more gentle, 
refined. 


Summer’s heat? A 
our pleasures 
Nor would we need the very Dogs (as he so crudely calls our high 


Our 
more exquisitely 


pox on Xenophon! 
(and our pains) 


Continued on Page Six 


Steeplechasing 


Choice Of Sires Should Be 
First Consideration For 
The Breeding Season 


With interest centered on the com- 
ing breeding season, owners debating 
which shall be the sires of their next 
crop, this list of the breeding of the 
money winning ‘chasers of 1942 sea- 
son, may be of value. There are, of 
horses that have not ‘‘get”’ 
old enough to figure in the list, they, 
too, will undoubtedly be taken into 
consideration. Several of the sires 
appear more than once, it is interest- 
ing to see if they have marked their 
progeny. The Chronicle will be glad 
to give any information available on 
further breeding. 


course, 


This season care 
will be taken to give mares every 
chance to produce something that 


will go on and do, the choice of the 

sire will be the first consideration 

ELKRIDGE, 4, Mate—Best By Test, by Black 
Toney 

*COTTESMORE, 7, Heverswood—Ruddy Dawn, 
by Inkerman 

IRON SHOT, 5, 
by Maboul 

BATH, 4, High Strung—Princess, by *Ambassa- 
dor IV 

BROTHER JONES, 6, Petee-Wrack—Maridel, by 
*Durbar II 


Chance Shot—*Pervencheres, 


INVADER, 6, Chance Play—Dormy, by Pen- 
nant 

LOVELY NIGHT, 6, Pilate—Snooze, by Peter 
Pan 

*DEANSLAW, 7, Foxlaw—Jennie Deans, by 
Buchan 


FREDERIC II, 5, Laeken—Fanglia, by Flechois 

KNIGHT'S QUEST. 4, *Sir Gallahad IlI—Escad- 
rille, by Man o’War. 

CADDIE, 4, Link Boy—Brown Jill, 
daw 

MEETING HOUSE, 7 
by *Toddington. 

‘THE BEAK, 6, Portlaw 
Papyrus 

GOOD CHANCE, 9, Chance Shot 
*Sun Briar 

REDLANDS, 4, 
Grass 


MANMINGHAM, 8 


by Jack- 
*Syn Charmer—Policy, 
Honey Buzzard, by 
Sundina, by 
Legume—Carrie B by Short 
*The Satrap—Float, by Man 


o’War 
SIMOON, 7, Apprehension—Sea Tale, by *Sea 


King 

MAD POLICY, 8, Rathbeale—Policy, by *Tod- 
dington 

ROUGEMONT, 7, Exeter—Tantara, by Green- 
bach 


*SIMILAR, 5, Embargo—Alike 

*ST. PATRICK'S DAY, 7, 
Holiday 

"STTEGFL II, 4, Artist's Proof—Solitude 

EMMAS PET, 11, *Gauntley—-Miss Emma 

GALLEY BOY, 4, Mate—Galley Girl, by Black 


Noble Star—TIrish 


Servant 

CUPID, 6, Ladkin—Little Charmer, by *Sun 
Charmer 

*CORTESANO, 6. Lombardo—Cornemuse, by 
Copyright. 


KENNEBUNK, 3, 
Black Toney 


Ladkin—Best By Test, by 


*NAVARIN, 9, Monarch—La Neva, by La 
Farina 
BLANKET, 6, Pompey—Tousle, by St. Rock 


COMPASS ROSE, 3. Annapolis—Brigade Rose, 
by *Light Brigade 


‘PICO BLANCO II, 7, Pancho Beazley—Mor- 


ganta, by Delarey 

TASMANIA 4 *Ksar—Phantasm, by High 
Cloud 

AHMISK, 3, *Blenheim II—*Little Muff, by 
Sardanapale 

CIRCUS, 5. Peanuts—Peake, by *Sir Galla- 
had III 


*PICT'IRE PRINCE, 4, Romney—Perception 
NIGHT HERON, 6, *Tourist II—Blackduck, by 
Wildair. 
BAGPIPE, 8, 
*Chicle 
*LITTLE COTTAGE II, ll, 
Maid, by Duke Michael 
BLACK NED, 5, Neddie—Sun Fritters, by *Sun 

Briar 
ARMS OF WAR, 4, *Quatre Bras II—Soldier’s 
Dance, by Man o’War 
MUFFLED DRUMS, 5, Man o’War—Cresta, by 
Whisk Broom II 
*“NAYR, 4, Jackdaw 
Arch Gift 
ROYAL ARCHER, 5, *Royal Minstrel—La Mor- 
laye, by Peter Pan 


Continued on Page Seventeen 


*Royal Minstrel—Skylight, by 


Cottage—Pallas 


or Rheims—Babette, by 
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TO THE MASTERS 





We ask you to send in notes to the BERRYVILLE office each week. 
Hunting men away in the service read their Chronicle, we send it to 


them. 











GOLDENS BRIDGE 
HOUNDS, INC. 


Rock Ridge Farm, 
Brewster, 

New York 
Established 1924 
Recognized 1925 





Saturday, Dec. 5, 

Twenty hardy fox-hunters met at 
Mr. Thomas L. L. Ryans ‘“‘Tartarin 
Farm” this morning at 11 a. m, It 
was very cold and raw with a strong 
north wind. The 17 couple of hounds 
were drawn west of Mr. Ryan’s over 
the big open fields giving us a fine 
view of North Salem and Ridgebury. 
We found a big red near the old den 
on William Bates farm, the hound 
work was they broke 
through the frozen ground in the 
bottom, and when we came in the 
open fields, the going while not fast 
was good. After one hour of good 
hunting this fox, he went to earth 
near the starting point. Another big 
red was ousted from his nap on a 
Vail’s rolf 


excellent, 


rocky ledge just off 
Course and we had about 35 minutes 
good run until we reached Dingle 
Ridge Road, when, after casting in 
every direction, we could not find 
where he left the road. It was a nice 
day for the hunter who loves hound 
work and rides to hunt rather than 
one who hunts to ride! We came in 
about 2:30 to save hounds for Sun- 
day’s hunt and incidentally to save 
“Ben Hur’s woice for future hunts.” 
Sunday, Dec. 6 
the Master’s 
We moved off 


The meet was at 
“Rock Ridge Farm.” 
over Walter I{fowe’s farm and found 
a nice big red in Van Gal’s swamp. 
Ran over Howe’s and back to start- 
ing point, over Bloomer’s, Lobdell’s 
where the scent just died out and we 
could not pick the line up again. As 
we were close to Star Ridge where 
we never fail to get a good run, 
hounds were cast on the way over in 
the woods on the south side of Peach 
Lake where they found at once, 
While hounds were running this fox 
through Ryder’s wood, 4 very large 
deer bounded away to the right as 
hounds swung left on their fox. We 
lost the fox on Star Ridge Road as 
there was no scent on the road, and, 
as we afterwards picked up a fox in 
Star Ridge swamp. we figured onr 
fox was turned by a car and doubied 
back through the barnyard giving 
us a good fast half-hour run at the 
end of the day. On our way home, 
two neighboring farmers called and 
showed where a fox had been view- 
ed just two minutes before, but it 
was too near darkness and we al- 
lowed him to go on his way. We all 
went to Lt. Col. Herbert s. Dun- 
combe Jr., U. S. A., house to zreet 


NOTICE TO THE HUNTS 


ae 

You are making a wonderful 
response to our request for ac- 
counts of hunting days. We wish 
to thank you. Pictures of the 
packs and fields are not coming 
in, we know it is not as easy to 
arrange. Good snapshots can be 
enlarged by us and as a rule 
_ reproduced on the offset, we 
again ask you to try and send 


some along. 








him before he is off again! 
Wednesday, Dec. 9 

Met at Salem Center this morn- 
ing at 11 a. m. It started to snow 
about a half hour before we left the 
kennels. Everything, including our- 
selves, was ‘‘White” as we moved 
off from the meet. Moving over open 
fields north of Salem Center, 3 deer 
hopped off in the direction of Bat- 
tery Farm. Hounds never noticed 
them. After drawing several covers 
blank, still snowing hard, we picked 
up a line,tracks half filled with 
snow on Fred Tompkins field, and 
trailed or picked the line across 
Salem Acres in Mr. Joyce’s 
Two foxes went out. One crossing 
Hardscrabble Road, the other with 
the main pack after it. No doubt, 
the one we trailed over, fairly flew 
where nce 


wood. 


to the starting point 
more snow was coming down fast 
and tracks filling in, we finally lost 
this one in John Meldrum’s swamp. 
While running this, Ben Funk one 
fine huntsman, saw a grey’s tracks 
in the snow and he lifted the hounds 
and hacked them back quickly ahout 
a mile and placed them on the line 
They trailed the grey about a mile 
and jumped him out of a swamp, 
but he took a 3 mile point to (evid- 
ently) his home cover where we ran 
in circles in heavy cover for one 
hour and called off as horses were 
balling in the snow, reminding us 
of oar early skating days. A very 
good day and also surprising as you 
would hardly expect a fox above 
ground. Service Men have been en- 
joying following the Goldens Bridge 
Hounds as well as subscribers and 
today’s guest was Lieut. Hallam Me- 
Dermott R. N. 


(Master’s Note:—The farl of 





GPORGE HA POFHLMANN. IR 
And Assoctates 
HORSE SHOW MSNAGEMENT 
AND ANNOTNCING 
Warrenton, Virginia 


WAYNE-DU PAGE 
HUNT 

Wayne, 

Du Page County, 
Mlincis. 

Merged 1940. 
Recognized 1940. 





Wayne-Du Page closed their sea- 
son December 1, officially. They clos- 
ed it per force on Thanksgiving Day, . 
the weather was bitter. It went four 
below and we have now 12 inches of 
snow and still very cold. They ran 
3 lines on Thanksgiving, coat collars 
turned up and noses red, ete. The 
hack home was a spanking trot and 
horses and riders were all glad to 
get home. M. de M. 





Guilford, M. F. H. East Kent Hunt, 
Dover, England, writes they are still 
carrying on as best they can with 
Fred Sturmy, huntsman, still with 
them. They go out three days a fort- 
night in the big woods near Elham 
and Waldershare Park, the country 
seat and kennels of Lord Guilford, 
four miles from Dover wher2 “the 
shelling is not a bit nice.’’ However, 
hounds, horses and hunters are 
keeping up fairly well.) 


Saturday, Dec. 12 

17 couple hounds were cast in the 
swamp about 100 yards from the 
Meet at Star Ridge, when as 
away went “Reynard” and ran over 
Ryders, Peach Lake, crossing Peach 
Lake Road onto Nichol’s and doubl- 
ed back Pfeffers 
ently-woodchoppers working 
outlet of Peach Lake turned the fox. 
Hounds finally picked up the line 
and marked their fox to earth in a 
the starting 


usual 


over where-evid- 


near 


briar patch almost at 
point. Apparently, they 
ning as a pair and the dog fox went 


were Tun- 
On but scent was not too good as a 
south wind was blowing. We work 
ed this fox for about 35 minutes, 
and he ran Star Ridge Road for over 
a half mile and while Ben was cast- 
ing hounds to find where he left 
the road, a big grey fox got up al- 
most among the hounds and he gave 
us about 1 1-2 hours of sport. Most- 
ly hound work, although he did take 
a 2 mile point at one time, ‘ut it 
was in circles and we decided to call 
hounds off and go find a red which 
we did in Red Shield Farm. He ran 
fast over Rothschild’s, Tonipkins, 
and Hunting House Hill, where it is 
full of fox and the pack got all spli* 
up. Hunting the next day with the 
same hounds, we started collecting 
the hounds for Sunday’s hunt which 
turned out to be a real heavy snow. 
No hunting. Today was a very inter- 
esting day, enjoyed by the twenty 
hunters out. “From the Hurting 
Diary of Ben Hur and The Tatler.” 


ELKRIDGE— 
HARFORD HUNT 
CLUB 

Monkton, 

Maryland. 

Merged 1934. 
Recognized 1934. 





The Elkridge-Harford could fur- 
nish no better than moderate sport 
(to say the least) on Saturday after- 
noon, Dec. 12 for the 25 or 30 peo- 
ple, mostly school girls and boys 
who turned up at Joe Baker’s resi- 
dence for the 2 o’clock meet. A fine 
galloping country lies there abouts, 
much of it owned and occupied by 
those who are friendly to the sport, 
though rapid changes in the fences 
have rather out-paced our panelling 
efforts so that we cannot always 
hang on to hounds as well as might 
be. However, as many others have 
observed, we ought to be thankful, 
under present conditions, to be 
hunting at all, so there is not much 
complaining. 

They first drew the Baker covers 
blank, then moved on to Howard 
Price’s big woods with no _ better 
luck. Another blank resulted after 
beating the bushes for a quarter- 
hour along the Carroll Branch and 
the cavalcade withdrew for parts 
unknown, save only to the perplex- 
ed huntsman. Suddenly, out in an 
old field of dead grass and weeds, 
one of the girls almost stepped on 
a fox, which made a frenzied leap in 
the air and scuttled away, evoking 
a chorus of ‘‘Tally-ho’s” loud enough 
to accelerate the fox’s speed to the 
utmost. Quiekly hounds were laid 
on and pandemonium broke loose. 
There was so much open country all 
around that it looked as if we were 
in for a real hunt. The pilot led on 
across Mr. Geoman’s land at a great 
pace, turned left-handed, crossed 
Grey Ensoor’s meadow, on _ into 
Sandsbury’s, while the field scatter- 

Continued on Page Three 

















New York Chicago 


Myron W. McIntyre 


Ltd. 
ONE EAST 35th STREET 


NEW YORK 


Makers of 
MEN’S and LADIES’ 
COMPLETE REQUISITES 
for 
RIDING—THE HUNT—POLO 


Wholesale Only 




















TEL. PEA PACK 571 


RIDING 
BREECHES 


RIDING SHOES 
AND 
LEGGINGS 









Shoes 7 in. high 
Leggings in 
leather, boxeloth 
and canvas. Fit 
the leg like a 
stocking and 
never shift. To 
lace or button. 





High-Class & Correct 
Ready-to-Wear and 
Made to Order Rid- 
ing Breeches For 
Hunting, Polo, Racing 
and Pleasure. 








M. WRIGHT 


Also Gloves, Stock Ties, Hunting Shirts and other Aceessories. Hunting A int t 
New and Used Saddles, Bridles by Whippy, Barnsby, etc. 


TELEGRAMS, FAR HILLS, N. J. 


Far Hills, N. J. 


Ladies’ and Gentlemen’s 
Waterproof Rain Coats 
Have Raglan Sleeves, In- 


Ladies’ and a Storm Cuffs, Fa 
Gentlemen’s veg Strap to Keep Coat 
hs from Blowing Off the 
Field Boots Knee. 









also 
Ladies’ Side 
Saddle Rain 
Coats, Waterproof 
Knee Aprons, 
and Rubber 
Riding Boots. 
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Elkridge-Harford 


Continued from Page Two 


ed hither and yon in frantic efforts 
to do aS much themselves. Then hap- 
pened that inglorius dodge which 
has put an untimely end to so many 
hunts, the fox went to ground a mile 
or so from the find, with hounds 
close pehind him. 

The March to other covers was 
resumed and after much lost time, 
a second fox went to ground more 
unceremoniously than the first. The 
afternoon being far gone, as a last 
resort, hounds were taken to the 
well-known Drennan swamp which 
rarely fails us and did not this time. 
A lively fox was promptly pushed 
out and went away with hounds in 
full cry for a ring around the old 
familiar country with jumping 
enough to stir up everybody and 
send them home rejoicing. Hunting 
people are indeed simple souls. re- 
quiring no more than this _ bit 
of a hunt to lift them to a fine state 
of enthusiasm. It may be doubted if 
there is any other pursuit in this 
weary world which, for the effort 
involved, can do so much to main- 
tain our spirits and to bring about 
that delightful condition of body 
and mind which inevitably ensues 
upon a few hours out with horses 
and hounds.—DeCourecy Wright. 





The Sporting 
Calendar 





You can help us by sending in 
notices of any events you know of 
that do not appear in this Calendar. 


NOVEMBER 
26-Mar. 9. Fair Grounds, New Orleans, La. 
75 days . 
CRESCENT CITY ‘CAP, 1 1-16 mi., 3 & up, 
Sat., Jan. 2 __ $2,500 Added 
THE AUDUBON STAKES (ALCS), 6 f., 3- 
yr.-olds, Sat.. Jan. 16______- $2, 000 Added 
GULF COAST STAKES (ALC’S), 1 mi. & 70 
yds., 3-vr.-olds. Sat., Jan. 30____$2.500 Added 
THE CHALMETTE ’CAP, 1 1-16 mi., 3 & up, 
Sat., Feb. 13 ...... $2,500 Added 
MARDI GRAS CAP, 6 f., 3 & up, Tues., 
March 9 - Sasi peicseebarecseniciocnecnsihas SNORE Added 


26-March 9, 1943. Fair Grounds Breeders’ & 
Racing Assn., New Orleans, La. 75 days. 

(No racing on Mondays—-March 8th excepted) 
CHRISTMAS HANDICAP, 11, mi.. all ages, 
Fri., Dec. 25 - . $2,500 Added 
CRESCENT CITY, HANDICAP, 1 1-16 mi., 3 
& up, Sat., Jan $2,500 Added 
THE AUDUBON STAKES, 6 f., 3-yr.-olds, 


Sat., Jan. 16 . $2,000 Added 
GULF COAST HANDICAP, 1 1-16 mi.. 3 & 
ee Se $2,500 Added 


THE CHALMETTE STAKES, 1 mi. & 70 yds., 
3-yr.-olds. Sat.. Feb. 13 ___- $2.500 Added 
NEW ORLEANS HANDICAP, 1 1-16 mi.. 3 & 
3 9 ee $10,000 Added 
LOUISIANA DERBY, 1'4 mi., 3- -yr.-olds, Sat., 
March 6 . $7,500 Added 
MARDI GRAS HANDICAP. 6 f., 3 & up, 
Tues., March 9 -_- "4 _ $2,000 Added 





DECEMBER 


12. Tropical Park, Coral Gables, Fla. 
days. 


21-Jan. 


JANUARY 
13-Mar. 6. Hialeah Park. (46 days.) 
=o PARK INAUGURAL, 6 f., 3 & up, 


Jan $5,000 Added 
HIAL EAit STAKES, 6 ra 3 & ‘UP, Jan. 16— 
$5,000 Added 
PALM BEACH ’CAP, 7 f., 3 & up, Jan. 23— 
$5,000 Added 
omg BEACH 'CAP, 1 1-16 mi., 3 & up, 
seen eolanes $5,000 Added 


BAHAMAS “HANDICAP, 71 #f., 3-yr.-olds, 
ae $5,060 Added 
EVENING HANDICAP, 1's mi., 
lies & mares, Feb. 13 | 

McLENNAN MEMORIAL 'CAP, 11% mi., 3 & 
up, Feb. 20 = $7,500 Added 
FLAMINGO | “STAKES, 16 “mi, | 3- -yr.-olds, 
a a eererenerenens $15,000 Added 
BLACK eee CAP, 7 £., 3 & up, fillies & 
mares, March 000 Added 
HIALEAH JUVENILE STAKES, 3 . 2-yr.- 
UE, RIND acces wcdirnce $5,000 Added 


MARCH 
8-April 12. Tropical Park. Coral Gables, Fla 
30 days. 


CHICAGO RACING DATES 
Sportsman's Park—Sat., May 1 to Sat., 
—13 days. 
Lincoln Fields—Mon., May 17 to Sat., June 19— 
30 days. 
Fairmount Park—Sat., 


May 15 


May 29 to Mon., July 5 
—28 days. 

Arlington Park—Mon., June 21 to Sat., July 31 
36 days. 

Washington Park—Mon., Aug. 2 to Mon., Sept 6 


31 days. 

Hawthorne—Tues., Sept. 7 to Sat., Oct. 16—- 
35 days. 

Sportsman's Park—Mon., Oct. 18 to Sat., Oct 30 
—12 days. 


Fairmount Park—Sat., Aug. 28 to Sat., Oct. 9 


32 days. 








Wartime Hunt 


Continued from Page One 


Portman Hounds, which take their 
name from that family which once 
owned many thousand acres of land 
in the neighbourhood of the town- 
ship in which Peter Beckford lived 
and hunted and gained that experi- 
ence which enabled him to write ‘the 
book which, even to-day, is the fox- 
hunter’s Bible. 


In these troublous times hunting 
continues on a very much reduced 
scale and only in order to keep up 
the sport for those men who are 
fighting overseas, and to keep down 
the vulpine population. Living in 
this country, I have written for The 
Chronicle of the sport which has 
been carried on since the beginning 
of the War; at first under the Mas- 
tership of Captain C. M. Wellesley- 
Wesley, and now under a Triumyi 
rate of Masters, in which he has 
been joined by Mr. H. B. Debenham. 
the veteran Hon. Secretary of the 
Hunt, and myself. I have told you 
something of the early days when 
the Captain used to steal a day’s 
leave from time to time to hunt the 
hounds he loved so well, with the 
professional, Will Jackson, and 
“Miss Peggy’’, turning hounds to 


him. Jackson, who is exempt from 
War service, comes from hunting 
stock. His father, old John Jackson, 
was Huntsman to Sir Edward Curre 
for many years, and Will had his 
first experience as Whipper-in to 
the famous ‘‘White Pack’’. Under 
Wartime condi‘ions it has seemed 
best to divide the country into three 
districts under the respective man- 
agement of the three Joint Masters. 
The hounds, which are kenneled at 
Bere Regis, visit each section of the 
country in turn, and although it 
sometimes happens that two of the 
Masters get out on the same day, it 
is the one in whose district the 
hounds have met who is in com- 
mand. The South Dorset country is 
a big one, and because of this it is 
often necessary for hounds, horses. 
and Hunt servants to “lie out’— 
that is spend the night before the 
meet in the district to be hunted. 
This arrangement savours of the 
old days, with this difference; that 
a hundred years ago the roads made 
long hacks comparatively easy, 
whereas now the _ hard-surfaced 
highways and the resulting traffic 
make it very difficult. 

We have had some good hunts 
this autumn and though the number 
of foxes killed has been below the 


average, owing to the impossibility 





of proper earth-stopping, the sport 
has been excellent. A few days ago, 
—just after the good news of the 
British successes in Egypt had put 
us all in a jubilant state of mind— 
hounds met at Higher Waterston, 
where, almost a hundred years hoe- 
fore, Squire Farquharson, whe had 
ruled over the country for half a 
century, anounced his intention of 
resigning the Mastership. The meet 
was in my district, though hounds 
had not spent the night at Stinsford 
House, according to their usual 
custom. Our First Whipper-in, ‘‘Miss 
Peggy’s’’ sister, who though married 
to an officer who is now fighting in 


Egypt, goes by the name of ‘Miss 
Anne’’, came on to my stables on a 
pony, and changing to her own 
hunter, led the Huntsman’s horse 
on to the meet, hounds coming with 
Jackson direct from kennels, There 


had been a sharp frost during the 
night, but once the mist 
had cleared away and the sun came 
through, it was as perfect an autumn 
day as could be imagined. One miss- 
es the brilliant autumn foliage over 
here—the scartet of the maples, the 
dark crimson of the oaks, and the 
bright yellow of the birches—but 
perhaps the rich green of the grass- 
lands which one sees all through the 
Continued on Page Nineteen 


morning 
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for Christmas has been splendid. 


The accomplishment of anything is based on plan- 
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Picking A Sire 
For Montana Hall 


(Editor’s Note—We asked Mr. 
Hewitt for an account of his reason- 
inging in choosing Pilate as a sire for 
Montana Hall, we knew it would re- 
veal much thought and good horse 
sense. We are delighted to be able 
to have it for this issue, when the 
breeding season is at hand.) 

To The Editor. 

Enclosed is a fairly brief outline 
on Pilate, embodying most of the 
points which influenced me in pick- 
ing him as a stallion and also the 
donbts which kept me from using 
him much until I was able to check 
on how his produce ran in relation 
to their dams 

Pilate was a horse beset by a ser- 
ies of misfortunes in his racing 
career. To begin with, he cracked a 
stifle so badly in the winter of his 
yearling two-year old form, that it 
was feared he would have to be de- 
stroyed. At that time, Pilate was 
the property of his breeder, W. R. 
Coe. The manager of Mr. 
breeding stud, Pbil T. Chinn was 
very high on Pilate, and begged to 
have the horse turned out in order 
that time and rest might be given a 
chance to put matters right. 

In the late autumn Pilate was well 
enough to resume training. Phil 
Chinn began galloping him on the 
old Lexington track, where racing 
had been conducted for about a hun- 
dred years. With his perfect action, 
and sensible disposition it was not 
long after Pilate was legged up that 
he was ready to be asked for speed. 
Chinn told the writer that the first 
work of five furlongs Pilate did was 
turned off easily in 59 seconds. As 


Coe’s 


this equalled the track record, and 
it was too late to race him _ that 
fall, Chinn turned the horse out 
again. At the same time he wrote 
the breeder that in his opinion this 
was the best horse Mr. Coe had yet 
owned, including Pompey, Black 
Maria, Cleopatra, etc. 

The next spring, in shipping to 
New York, Pilate contracted a very 
severe case of pneumonia which left 
him broken winded. As soon as he 
was recovered sufficiently to begin 
work, his preparation was pushed 
at extreme speed, and one of his 
ankles became infected and a drain 
had to be used. By the time this 
had healed, and he was ready to 
run, it was Saratoga time. Pilate 
was a three year old and had never 
run in public. His trainer, thinking 
the horse could have little future 
ran him in a claiming race. Pilate 
won off by himself and was claimed. 


As a three year old, he won eight 
out of ten starts. In all he won 
twenty four races out of about forty 
starts. His wind affliction prevented 
him from showing his true class over 
a distance of ground. Usually after 
going more than six furlongs with 
class horses his wind would get 
choked off so badly he would stop 
almost in his tracks and _ stagger. 
High Time was another horse of 
great speed who aiso suffered from 


orsemen s 


News- 


THE STALLION ROSTER 
CARDS 








The stallion roster returns 
are coming in rather well. 
There are still a good many 
outstanding. Your return of 
the cards sent to you will as- 
sure a complete listing. Thanks 
in anticipation. The roster 


closes December 31. 














a stoppage in his wind which affected 
him the same way. 

Pilate did however make a track 
record at Laurel for a mile and 
seventy yards, and was just beaten 
at the same track in one of the big 
handicaps at a mile and a quarter. 

It was evident that this was as 
game a horse as anyone had seen. 
His disposition and action were per- 
fect. His pedigree however present- 
ed points of great strepgth, as well 
as some elements of doubt as to 
prospects of success as a sire. 

His sire was Friar Rock, the crack 
three year old of 1916, winner of 
the Belmont Stakes, The Suburban 
Handicap, and Saratoga Cup. The 
late Sam Hildreth declared’ that 
Friar Rock was the best horse over 
a distance of ground that he had 
ever trained or seen. Friar Rock 
was by the English Derby winner 
Rock Sand out of the greatest mare 
imported for many years, Fairy Gold 
(dam also of Fair Play). 

Pilate’s dam was bred in England 
at the famous Sledmere_ stud in 
Yorkshire. Her name was Herodias, 
and she was a grey daughter of the 
spotted wonder The Tetrarch, out 
of Honora by Gallinule. Herodias 
was a good winner in this country, 
and bred nine winners of which 
three, including Pilate were stake 
winners. Her dam Honora bred 
many winners including Lemonora. 
winner of the Grand Prix de Paris, 
and many top stakes in England. 
and Hakim, one of the top two year 
olds in England 

Honora’s dam was by Saraband, 
out of Geheimniss, winner of the 
English Oaks, and many other 
stakes. Geheimniss was not only 1 
great race mare, but also the ances- 
tress of many top class horses. Some 
of her descendants in tail female, 
such as Ramus in “France, and 
Lemonora in England, had been in 
England, had been in the front rank 
as race horses but had been very 
bad failures in the stud. 

Similarly, Friar Rock's daughters 
had been an unqualified success at 
stud, but no son of his had made 
even a partial success at stud. 

Therefore, on the score of his 
male line and his tail female line 
Pilate’s pedigree was open to doubt. 
However, as the late John E. Mad- 
den was fond of remarking, ‘‘Opin- 
ions die. Only facts survive.”’ 

In his first five crops to race 
Pilate sired only three animals which 
were not as good, and in most cases 
much better class than their dams. 
In his sixth crop to race, the two 
year olds of 1942, to October ist 
there were 17 starters. One of these 
had a back injury early in training, 
and had to be turned out. Of the 
other 16 fourteen won 28 races and 


A REQUEST TO STALLION OWNERS 





Because of the restriction on long distance telephoning 
and gas and tires, we are not able to make personal contacts 
with those who have stallions standing this season. We ask 
you, through The Chronicle, to use us as an advertising med- 
ium. We cannot assure you success, but we guarantee to 
present your stud as thoroughly as possible, to the greatest 
number of owners of horse farms, reached by any weekly 


paper. 








Clifton Farm’s 
Coq D’Esprit 


We are glad to have an insertion 
this week from Dr. L. M. Allen, own- 
er of Clifton Farm, where so many 
honest Thoroughbreds have been rais- 
ed and have gone out to improve the 
breed through the country, both on 
the track and in the field. Dr. Allen 
sends the following information about 
some of the get of the good gray 











two others placed. 

Again all but two of the two year 
olds showed form as good as and 
in most cases superior to the form of 
their dams. 

From the standpoint of mare own- 
ers, this characteristic of improving 
on the mares to which he is mated 
is of the utmost importance. A breed- 
er can mate his mare with the know- 
ledge that if the foal is properly 
raised he stands a top chance of get- 
ting a race horse better than the 
mare he owned himself, 

Pilate, though bred on the whole 
to mares of very inferior class, has 
sired a minimum of blanks. His 
colts and fillies are uniformly game, 
they are durable, and they run well 
on any kind of a track. And, perhaps 
most important of all, they are 
sound, and anybody can train them. 


horse, that are at Clifton Farm, some 
3 miles from this office, at the pres- 
ent time. The measurements are 
worth notice, showing that his get is 
really lusty. Incidentally, a short 
while back, Governor Darden came to 
Berryville, there was a short parade 
to escort him to the place of meeting. 
Leading was Dr. Allen on the good 
gray stallion, quiet as a lamb, in the 
rough and unprepared for the sounds 
and sights of the small town. But he 
made a charger that many a field 
officer would give a good deal to own, 
both in presence and manners. Of 
such horses The Chronicle is glad to 
make mention, it is an honor to the 
paper and for the good of the breed. 


The information is as follows:— 

Grey gelding, 22 months, height 
16.2, girth 76.inches, cannon bone 
8 3%, inches, weight 1175 pounds, dam, 
lightweight winner on flat. 

Brown gelding, yearling, height 
16.1, girth 72 inches, cannon bone 
8%, inches, dam, top lightweight. 

3rown filly, two years old, height 
16.2, foaled June, 1939, height 
16.314, girth 78 inches, cannon bone 
8%, inches, dam, lightweight winner 


of 23 races. 


Brown filly, two years old, height 
16.1, girth 76 inches, dam light- 
weight, 15.01% inches in height, hunt- 


er. 








practical, patriotic gesture. 


can be used for $10. 


take good care of them. 


breeding program of this year. 





To Owners Of Mares 


This year, at Llangollen Farm, I have the same stallions. I 
sincerely believe that breeding mares, is not only good business, but a 
The foals from this year’s breeding will 
be available to replenish the depleted European field, as well as to 


maintain our own demand of the future. 


To encourage owners of likely mares to take this attitude and 
benefit from it, I am offering services at these figures :— 

STEPENFETCHIT, the sire of PAT O’SEE, holder of the 
track record at Garden City over Y& mile, time 1.0 2/5, winner of 5 
races; also of ILFETCHIT, winner of a lot of races this year, can 
be used for $50 to ordinary mares. 
our opinion, he can come to you free. 
ENFETCHIT has proved himself on good mares and should be 
given further chance to prove his ability to get fast racehorses. 

GREAT WAR, a MAN O’ WAR horse out of an IMP. 
STEFAN THE GREAT mare, is available for $20. 

NIGHT LARK, by my hunting stallion BONNE NUIT, 
out of the best hunting mare I have ever owned—POULETTE by 
IMP. COQ GAULOIS, is here for $15 

BONNE NUIT, a hunter as well as a jumper champion, who 
needs no introduction, has 4-year-olds with the same manners and 
poise as their sire, he can be used for $20. 


The driving pony stallion, who won the “gentlemen’s class” 
at Syracuse, and he is one, is here for $5. 


Lastly, any of the pure bred heavy draft percheron stallions 
Among them is CAR TUNNEY—undefeated 
in Ohio, both in all age stallions and the 2-year-old class. 


Llangollen is handy to send mares to, Norman Haymatker will 
I hope you will take advantage of this offer, 
which I assure you, is made with the honest desire to help the horse 


MRS. MARY ELIZABETH WHITNEY 
Upperville, Virginia 


To especially approved mares, in 


I do this as I feel that STEP- 
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Tropical Park Racing 


A Wire From Tropical Park 

My best wishes for a Happy Christ- 
mas and a successful New Year. 
Please continue to mail my copies of 
The Chronicle to Baltimore. H. L. 
Straus. 


Tropical Park Goes Racing 
There was a bit of a problem on 


hand for the officials of the Park, , 


when gasoline rationing was shut 
down. While none wanted to take ad- 
vantage of the little gas they did re- 
ceive, they had to have a small quan- 
tity to be able to go out at all to the 
Tropical Park track. Inasmuch as 
the Government and State Admin- 
istrations smile on racing, as a means 
to swell the war effort coffers, as 
well as being a grand way of keep- 
ing up morale in the U. S. A., the 
consolidated use of transportation 
would be well applied. 

For the inaugural feature there 
were sO many nominations that the 
handicap had to be split into two 
races, each bearing the same money 
as the original one. There are some 
1400 horses reported at Miami, for 
the season of racing, many of them 
top notchers that have raced through 
the northern tracks. 


As stated H. L. Straus, President 
of Tropical, “Its not just a question 
of profit and loss to us.’”’ The ques- 
tion of being able to comply with 
the license they have been granted 
by the state and their obligation to 
those who have come down there for 
racing is a matter that is of far 
more moment at this time. the dec- 
ision of the racing organizations has 
a bearing on a large industry for the 
state, participants and those who go 
aracing. There is no doubt about 
racing going on, now the situation 
has been eased. To Chronicler Siraus 
and his cohorts and to Hialeah’s 
Grossman we offer them every suc- 
cess in the interests they are spon- 
soring. But, Wwe do ask them to have 
in mind, that the elimination of the 
weedy Thoroughbred is really what 
must be accomplished in order to 
improve the standing of the Thor- 
oughbred and the consequent class 


of racing. Through their experience 
and their observations they may add 
valuable information to something 
that the Thoroughbred Breeders As- 
sociation seems loathe to take steps 
to act on. If they do, they will in- 
vite the everlasting respect and gra- 
titude of the best of the racing world. 
0 


v 





New York Racing 
Announced For 1943 


Bryan Field in the New York 
Times makes the following  state- 
ment regarding the incoming year's 
program of racing for New York 
State. It will be of interest to many 
Chronicle readers. 

The State Racing Commission yes- 
terday established Thursday, April 
8, as the 1943 opening date for rac- 
ing in New York, the earliest begin- 
ning for the Thoroughbreds _ since 
the renaissance of the sport in 1913. 
Dates for only two tracks, Jamaica 
and Aqueduct, were assigned, where- 
as in previous years the. entire 
schedule for the five New York 
tracks was announced at the same 
time. 


Asked if there were any political 
significance in the move in view of 
the new Governor coming in Jan. 1, 
John F. Shevlin, secretary of the 
commission, said: 


“Not at all, there is no political 
significance. Mr. Herbert Bayard 
Swope, the chairman of ths com- 
mission, thought that it would be 
an encouragement to the sport and 
clear the air if all knew this 2arly 
that there would be racing aad 
plenty of it in New York in 1943.” 

Mr. Shevlin gave no explanation 
as to why the dates for Belmont, 
Saratoga and Empire City had not 
been included. One attache thought 
it might be because applications for 
dates had not been filed. While only 
four of the nine race meetings were 
announced, it is a simple matter to 
figure out the entire schedule on a 
tentative basis. Such a calculation 
indicates that the season will run 
180 days aud probably will end 
Wednesday, Nov. 3. 

















Tropical Park 


WINTER MEETING 
20 Days of Racing 
December 21st to January 12th 


6 Handicaps..... 


Purse Minimum. 


LIBERAL OVERNIGHT FEATURE 
PURSES 


EIGHT RACES DAILY 


Spring Meeting—30 days—March 8th to April 12th 


For Information Address 


GABLES RACING ASSOCIATION, INC. 
CORAL GABLES, FLA. 








Mares To Avon 


Another shipment of brood mares 
arrived in the Genesee Valley to 
make the best record since the Jock- 
ey Club Breeding Bureau was or- 
ganized in 1906. These mares were 
consigned to the Genesee Valley 
Breeders Association for farmers 
and breeders in Livingston, County, 
Avon, N. Y., and they came from 
five states in the east. 

Fancy Frills came from the stabl¢ 
of Mr. George H. Bostwick, West- 
bury, L. I. This mare by Pas de 
Calais was a Utah-bred mare used 
by Mr. Bostwick for polo. Mr. Walter 
M. Jeffords, Glen Riddle, Pa., ship- 
ped Coccinea by Firethorn, out of 
Bel Agnes by Imp. Ambassador, 4th. 
Firethorn is by IMP. Sun Briar out of 
Baton Rouge, a Man o’War mare. 
Mr. Jeffords also shipped Solar 
Flight by Mars out of Flying Hour 
by Calatian. Mars is a Man o’War 
colt out of a Imp. Star Shoot mare. 

Mr. Sylvester W. Labrot, Anna- 
polis, Maryland, shipped Vermicu- 
late by Imp. Light Brigade out of 
Sard by Ben Brush, and Dancing 
Lady by Imp. Royal Minstrel out of 
Yankee Maid by Peter Pan. 

Mrs. Merrill MacHeille of Wood- 
bine, Md., shipped Missa a brown 
filly by Happy Time out of Imp. 
Toddle Light by Toddington. 

Two well known hunting mares 
came from subscribers to the Myopia 
Hunt of Hamilton, Mass. Mrs. Char 
les Bird shipped an imported mare 
out of Heartbreak Hill, the mare 
that did so well at the Grand Nat- 
ional of Aintree, England a_ few 
years ago. Mrs. Frederick Winthrop 
of Ipswich, Mass., shipped a mare 
that had carried her safely over 
many of the Myopia drag lines for 
the past few years. 


Plenty Room At Miami 


At a meeting of the Greater 
Miami Hotel Association, a resolu- 
tien was adopted that there would 
be no increase in winter rates over 
previous years. To help visitors in 
getting located desireably, The 
Miami Chamber of Commerce has 
agreed to act as a clearing house, 
where information about 
apartments and rooms can be ob- 
tained, This will materially help 
those who go down for the whole 
or part of the racing season at the 
Gables and Hialeah to settle down 
without delay. This is news of value 
as there has been so much _ said 
about the lack of accomodation 
there. It is evidently a myth. The 
good Chronicler Harry L. Straus is 
down at The Columbus, Miami, pre- 
paring for the opening of his Gables 
meeting at Tropical Park on the 
21st..Of course no one can tell just 
how the races will pan out, but 
there is every reason to assume that 
while there may be some falling off 
from previous years, the class of 
racing should not be of lesser ecali- 
bre and the attendance should be 
somewhat offset by the number of 
service men’s families who ean go 
a’racing this year. 

eee m 


RACING AT LITTLE ROCK 


hotels, 





Word comes from The Arkansas 
Racing Commission that they have 
granted the Oaklawn Jockey Club 
30 days racing in February at Hot 
Springs. It is based on the use of 
the money that may be derived by 
the state for its old age _ pension 


fund, at least that is the release 


from AP. 














Milkmaid was a stake win- 
ner at 2, 3, and 4 and lower- 
ed track record at Saratoga 
Springs for 7 furlongs and 
1 1-16 miles. 


2 

Flamingo Stakes; Early Delivery, winner 
Claimin Lippe 3rd in Paumonok, N 
winner Netherlands 


Bonny Clabber, Butter, Milk Punch, Cott 
Dipper, Milray, Needmore, Cooling Spring 


Only 5 two-year olds were raced in 1 
Milky Moon and Milk Route. 


in 1940. 


evening. 
To November 1, 1942, 
late, Bottom Rail, Parachutist, Five A. M., 


These records will be kept up-to-date 


Fee $300 


Return 


To offset shipping co 


MRS. W. PLUNKET STEWART 
Commercial Trust Bldg., 
Philadelphia, Pa. 





(Property of Mrs. W. Plunket Stewart) 


Will make the season of 1943 at 
THE PLAINS, VIRGINIA 


Broomstick._-_.--.| 


iCudgel_...._........ | 
! ! 
| \Eugenia Bu 
| 
| 
MILKMAN.--__| 
br., 1927 | 
| 
| |Peep o’Day 
| | 
Milkmaid___.__- 
Nell Olin__- 


From 7 crops, Milkman has sired many winners, including Pasteurized, winner at 
3 and 4 and $47,220 including Belmont and 


Plaza Handicap, 3rd in DeLaSalle Handicap; Early Morn, winner 
of 19 races, placing 6 times, including Susquehanna Handicap and the winners Milk, 


Milkman had 6 two-year-old winners in 1940: Daily Delivery, Gay Man, Lactose, 
Milk And Honey, Quizzle and also Milk Bar who placed several times. 
The ist yearlings ever sold by Milkman averaged $3,086 for 7 colts at Saratoga 
1940. 


The 2nd crop of yearlings, 3 colts and 4 fillies, averaged $2,043 at Saratoga in 1941 
on a night of such poor sales that a leading breeder withdrew his yearlings the same 


7 two-year-olds have been winners: Dairy Lady, Milk Choco- 
A Colleen and Cream. TO DATE THIS YEAR, 
HE HAS SIRED 22 WINNERS OF 50 RACES. 


advertised in The Chronicle. 


Mares must have satisfactory veterinary certificates 


been reduced this year by $350. 
ADDRESS ALL COMMUNICATIONS TO 


Ben Brush_____._.|Bramble 
Roseville 
| 
i etisichnssalciladih Gilliard 
Sylvabelle 
Ben Strome_____- Bend Or 
reh....| Strathfleet 
| 
|The Humber______'Break Knife 
Keep Sake 
PCC vtiitsontinien Hampton 
es | Atlanta 
| 
Sundown_-_________ Springfield 
|Sunshine 
Wagner___________.|Prince Charlie 
! 


Duchess of Malfi 


Black Sleeves -|/Sir Dixon 


Lake Breeze 


ast Vies Stakes. 3rd in Christiana and 
of Hialeah Park Inaugural and Belgrade 
arragansett Spring Handicap; Buttermilk, 


age Cheese, Separator, Rich Cream, Milk 
and Cream Cheese. 


941, 3 of which were winners: Clip Clop, 


during the months that MILKMAN is 


Fee $300 


Return 


sts, the stud fee has 


ALBERT BURROWS 
Rolling Plains Farm, 
The Plains, Va. 
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The Palingenesis of Geoffrey Gambado 


Continued from Page One 





bred hounds) except that their abandonment might then confuse what so 
lustily we hunt with what so carelessly we follow, thus stripping off that 
fine veneer which is the pure essence and ornament of our society. 

If you would hunt today, dear reader, keep ever uppermost in your mind 
those social amenities which hunting entails, and forget not that upon you 
devolves the duty of keeping your nose in the air, and your glance down your 
nose, no matter what strain this entails. Remember always, that your very 
presence in or near Pink Coats means that you either BELONG (as the say- 
ing is) or are striving desperately to do so, and in either case you will be 
pitifully out of character, and not a little ridiculous, if you have not made of 
superciliousness a mantel and of condescension a cloak: 

This observation brings us to the very pertinent question of apparel in 
general and nowhere is dress of such importance as in the Hunting Field. 
You may wear a white tie or a black one to dinner, knickerbockers or flan- 
nels for golf, sables or ermines to the opera, tweeds or satins to a cocktail 
party, even pajamas or a nightgown in bed, but when you throw your legs 
over your hunter there is no “or’’. An ‘or’ would be as out of place on a 
yacht or in a bathtub. Indeed, nothing could be less or-full. 

If you aspire to be a Master of Fox Hounds, you will eventually have to 
learn something of the hounds themselves, but nothing will advance you 
faster than arriving at the meet both punctually and punctiliously. If you 
are punctual you will undoubtedly arrive there before the Master appears, 
and if you are punctilious a great many people will mistake you for him and 
you will thereby gain many opportunities to practice the airs and graces, 
the austerities and affections, the pomp and pretentions which appertain to 
that high office. Therefore, look well to your tailor, your bootmaker, your 
hatter and your haberdasher, else all will be lost. 

Your coat must be of scarlet cloth and if you have never hunted before, 
the scarleter the better. (Do not wait for the master to invite you to wear 
one. Masters are notoriously jealous and he may purposely forget to do so.) 
It should have five golden buttons and a velvet collar in the recognized color 
of the Hunt to which you subscribe, but if you are like a great many people 
who subscribe to none but hunt with many (feeling that it is cheaper to pay 
a cap on fair days than a subscription which, if you are to get your money’s 
worth, will bring you out on wet ones as well) I suggest that you adopt the 
color of the most fashionable club within motoring distance. This has a 
distinct advantage:—the treatment you will receive, should you wear it in 
their company, will be no more shabby on this account, and when you are 
out with a less fashionable pack you will find yourself basking in a reflected 
glory surpassing any which might eminate from within. 

You must wear, of course, a top hat and top boots. It is poor economy 
to press into service the hat usually reserved for funerals and weddings lest 
it bring you too soon to the one and keep you forever from the other. In the 
Hunting Field you will sooner or later land on your head, and there is noth- 
ing so well worth the investment as a hard hat unless it is an accident policy 
in a good old line company. It should be worn well back on your head, tilted 
slightly to the right side, attached to your collar by a silken cord, and is in 
exactly the right position when it holds your ears at the best angle to catch 
the slightest whimper of a hound. 

Your boots should be black with brown leather tops and should be 
polished and boned and boned and polished until they not only shine but 
glow. Many people advocate boots snug in the calf and snugger above but 
I do not, and for a very good reason. If there is one thing more important 
than a well filled boot, it is a well filled flask and what good is a well filled 
flask if it is not readily accessible? Should you carry it in your pocket, ten 
to one you will fall upon it and find it smashed when you need it most, while 
if you carry it in one of those buckled up leather contraptions fastened to 
your saddle it is not only inconvenient to come at, but may be lost to you 
entirely should you, perchance, lose your horse. Carry it in your boot, my 
dear Nimrod, and you wili never regret it. The worst that can then happen 
is that it break, but if your boot be tight, nothing is lost. 

Your waistcoat should be canary yellow and your stock tie snowy white. 
You will probably never learn to tie your stock properly but if you wear a 
large enough pin in the front of it no one will notice this defection. Foxes’ 
masks, horses’ heads, or agate hunting scenes are commonly used, but are 
seldom larger than a shilling piece and scarcely worthy of a second glance. I 
recommend a golden horseshoe pin which should be as large as a sovereign 
and skillfully wrought and, if your purse will stand it, have it set with 
precious stones, in which case you may hold your chin as high as you please 
without detracting from the elegance of your appearance. 

As to your breeches you cannot be too careful. Nothing is so aggravat- 
ing as a badly fitted pair. They chafe where they should comfort and bind 
where they should give. Beware less the flare be in the seat instead of in 
the thigh and have them cut just short of your boot tops. This will bring 
a portion of your flesh in contact with the saddle flap and serve as a con- 
stant reminder to keep your knees where they belong. If you do not, you 
will lose an inch or two of hide, an experience which will do much to correct 
a weak grip or badly carried heels. Furthermore, this has the added advan- 
take of doing away with a long row of buttons, which otherwise will fight it 
out with your shinbone for supremacy, a battle that no shin has yet won. 

Gentlemen, you are now properly turned out, I assure you. Permit me 
a word to the ladies. It has been well said that a lady badly dressed is much 
better undressed, a saying to which I heartily subscribe. Therefore, my 
dears, take heed of what has already been written above, to which I shall 
add a few additional hints for you alone. Give careful attention to your 
crowning glory, your lovely hair. Remember that you must wear a hat, and, 
of course, a veil, and if you are not diligent your hair will be entirely hidden. 
Go, therefore, if you are able, to the Stork Club and if you are not, to the 
movies, and adopt as your own that charming mode known as the “Glamour 
Bob’. How well named it is! How well suited! It will stream in the wind 
at a slow canter as readily as pigtails at a full gallop, and many are the sly 
minxes who have caught their man while he was disentangling a wayward 
lock from a green briar in a cozy covert. Nor fear that it will catch in one! 
It will catch in everything! 


A nice choice in gloves will also add chic to your costume. Greene 
chamois are divine, and as for your earrings, remember the old adage, 
“Pearls by daylight, diamonds by candlelight.’’ Avoid costume jewelry ex- 
cept in the stock-tie, and don’t let your hose show above your boot-tops 
though they be pure nylon, without aruninthem. Follow these instructions 
and you may expect to see your picture in the photo-gravure section at any 
moment, the envy of your friends and the despair of your enemies. 

In my next article I shall deal with the mysteries of scent, the duties 
of hunt servants, the authority of the Master, the deportment of the Field, 
in short, all the intricacies, artifices, machinations, strategies, expedients and 
irritations which are such an integral part of the art of Fox Hunting, but 
before I terminate this one I should like to warn you of a few faux pas (not 
to be confused with fox paws which are always called pads) often made but 
always inexcusable. 

Never race the Master to a narrow panel, don’t gallop over hounds, don’t 
sing John Peel, don’t pass your flask about at every check, don’t bring your 
great dane or your french poodle to the meet, don’t smoke domestic cigars, 
don’t sic hounds on sheep, don’t ride through hot frames, don’t follow fire 
engines, don’t stop if you break your collar-bone, don’t try to tell the hunts- 
man how to hunt, don’t tell bawdy stories to the whipper-in, don’t imitate 
the crows, don’t jump on a fallen comrad, don’t jump, don’t subscribe to the 
pannelling fund, don’t speak to the farmers, don’t bother about closing gates, 
don’t poke your eyes out with your whip, and don’t blame a lost shoe for 
being left behind unless you remember to pull it off before you tome in. If 
you will take good care of the ‘‘don’ts’’ you may rely on the dues to take 
care of you. 

Learn well the idioms of the sport lest a slip of the tongue betray the 
tailor and you lose through the ear what you have so carefully won through 
the eyes. To aid you, I quote a verse or two from the classic works of John 
Milton, known to every school child as ‘‘L’Allegro I] Penseroso’’, which can 
be literally translated into good Englisk as ‘“‘When the legs stop, thought 
begins’’; or to put it in the language of the chase ‘‘At last, ALL must come 
to their noses.’’ 

L’ALLEGRO 
Away, away sad melancholy, 
Weep not for another’s folly, 
The crime deserved the punishment, 
He spoke of ‘“‘tails’’ when ‘‘sterns’’ were meant. 
What matter that his corpse is weathering, 
Who knows no diff. ’twix ‘‘wag”’ and ‘“‘feathering.’ 


“IL PENSEROSO” 
O Muse, dispel vain merriment, 
My mind on morbid thoughts is bent, 
Yon Goddess, decked in fine array, 
Has just been heard by all to say 
“T seen the fox’’, a phrase eschewed 
By all good Sportsmen who say ‘‘viewed.”’ 


“L'ENVOI” 
Speak not of ‘“‘Dogs’’ as Xenophon, 
An ancient Greek, has wrongly done; 
The Huntsman only knows just which is 
’andsome dogs or lovely bitches 
Hounds is the only nomenclature 
That fits this darlin’, well-made cr‘ature. 

With these parting admonitions I now leave you, dear Readers with 
my best wishes for a right Merry Christmas (you may address any token of 
appreciation to me c/o of ye Editor) and my prayers for a Happy New Year. 

GAMBADO. 
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Notes From 
Great Britain 





By J. FAIRFAX-BLAKEBOROUGH 


Some Of The Old Customs To 
Be Observed In Britain’s 
Yuletide Festivities 


Hastening on is December, to snow 
and all the slush that comes after 
it, to holly, to Yuletide festivities, 
and even, so [ gather, to a few holi- 
day hunting meets to be arranged 
at some country mansions for the 
benefit of youngsters home for 
school, and soldier boys whom it is 
hoped will be home on leave, I was 
in a country house the other day 
and was told that some American 
and Colonial officers in this country 
are to be entertained for these holi- 
day fixtures. Of course they’ll get 
no picture of what such occasions 
are like in normal times, for there 
will be little pageant, skeleton packs, 
few horses looking their best, and 
much of the spirit as well as the 
panoply of the chase missing. At the 
country house mentioned [ was 
shown ‘‘the Yule log’’, already selec- 
ted and drying in readiness. It was 
Sir Walter Scott, who bid us ‘‘Heap 
on more wood, the wind blows chill, 
but let it whistle as it will, we’ll 
keep our merry Christmas still’. I 
wonder! Anyhow, times notwith- 
standing, some of the old customs 
are to be observed. At my own home 
we too, have our Yule log ready and 
somewhere, the remains of last 
year’s with which (according to 
ancent customs) to light it on the 
eve of Christmas. We may have no 
Yule candles, but I hear there will 
be a Christmas cake (of sorts), and 
a plum pudding. Hence, even though 
we have no bands of music, no carol 
singers, few Christmas cards, and 
neither ‘‘a pocket full of money” 
or “a cellar full of beer’’, we’ll still, 
for the sake of the bairns, keep 
what we can of the tradition and 
ritual of the season. The village 
children used to waken us at Yule 
with a loudly expressed hope that 
we should have “a cellar full of beer 
and a good fat pig that‘ll last you 
all the year’’, with, of course, the 
addenda ‘“‘And please will you give 
me my Christmas box?’’, Not a few 
wish, at anyrate, that they had ‘“‘the 
good fat pig’’ cut up and hung from 
the kitchen rafters. I well remember 
one farmer, who had lost his wife, 
interviewing a prospective house- 
keeper. She lifted her eyes to the 
ceiling and there saw hams and sides 
of bacon. Qn the table was a large 
basket of eggs and a bowl of cream. 
“THIS is the place for me!’’, she 
ejaculated, adding, as she again 
turned her eyes to the hams “Them’s 
the sort o’ pictures I likes to see in 
a. house!” 


Farmhouse Fare 

There are many who imagine that 
those living on the land and by the 
land have not experienced the dif- 
ficulties with regard to rationing 
which others have had to _ face. 
Whilst it is true that those in rural 
areas may have their own eggs, 
cream, butter, poultry and pigs, and 
home produced vegetables, and fruit, 
it must be remembered that ‘‘flesh 
meat” (so called to distinguish it 
from salted pig) has always played a 
considerable part in the landwork- 
ers’ diet. Many of us recall the huge 
joints of beef which appeared on 
country house and farmhouse tables, 
and counted as indispensable to those 


doing hard manual work. These, of 
course, are now missing, and it is a 
peculiar fact that even in normal 
times eggs were used sparingly even 
by country folk who had a consid- 
erable head of poultry. “Egg money” 
has ever been regarded as the pin- 
money perquisite of the wives and 
daughters of farmers; hence’ the 
hoarding for the weekly market. 
Apropos food and feeding, I am re- 
minded of a yeoman farmer IJ know 
well, who rather prides himself as 
a trencherman, and who openly con- 
fesses “‘When [I gans to anybody 
else’s house [ allus eats as much as 
ever I can, coz if I’m welcome it 
pleases ’em, and if [ isn’t welcome it 
vexes ’em.”’ It would seem. that 
farmers can still contrive to get a 
much more substantial meal at home 
than at an hotel, or what they call 
“a kafft’”’. This week I heard a party 
of them discussing market-day din- 
ners (once almost revoltingly sub- 
stantial), and they all agreed that 
now “If you order beef it looks like 
mutton and tastes like nowt, and if 
you ask for a meat pie, it may be 
full o’ summat but it isn’t meat. 
You could get a long way better din- 
ner for nine-pence, nor what they 
charge three bob for now.’’ One farm- 
er remarked ‘I’ve given over going 
in for dinner at t’market. What meat 
they fetch yan would go into a holl- 
er tooth, I fetches a big bacon sand- 
wich with me, and has a pint of what 
they calls ale, but it’s mainly wat- 
ter. You’d have ti be drowned in it 
afore you'd be drunk. I’ve lost twe 
stone in weight. I don’t know that 
I’m any the warse for that but I 
tells our butcher they must be get- 
ting to the end of all the old cows 
tough bulls, and elephants for we've 


had nowt but that for three years’’. 


Harriers Hunt Foxes 

The Glaisdale Harriers now hunt 
the fox in their moorland country as 
much as they hunt the hare. What is 
more they can run like smoke and 
catch their foxes too, in a hilly dis- 
trict in which stopping is impossible 
in view of the thousands of places 
in which a so-minded fox can go to 
ground amongst craggs and bould- 
ers. Although the followers of the 
pack and those who controlled it, 
were never averse to hunting a fox 
if one jumped up in front of them 
from the heather, for many years 
they were much more concerned with 
the hare. Only in recent times have 
they switched over without any sort 
of disguise or excuse. At the outset 
of the change in their tactics and 
sporting quarry, neighbouring Mas- 
ter of foxhounds, the late Equire 
Wharton (the Cleveland M. F. H., 
in particular), told me that he 
thought such qa pack as the Glais 
dale served a useful purpose in hunt- 
ing back into the vale foxes which 
took to the hills and would often be 
lost to the local packs of foxhounds. 
As a matter of fact since the Gizis- 
dale hounds have been pred both 
bigger and faster than they were 
when first I knew them forty years 
ago, they have run not a few foxes 
back into the low country, but have 
not left them for the foxhound 
packs. They have killed them, often 
after fast hunts. 


Hounds Kill Badgers 

The other day the Glaisdale Har- 
riers found a badger in Crunkley 
Ghyll, and, after a short run killed 
him. I gather that both hounds and 
terriers took part in the final chap- 
ter, for the scribe of the Hunt says 
“Hounds, badger and terriers got 
to close quarters. Needless to tell, 
the badger took part in the exchan- 
ges. It waS a great boar weighing 
32 pounds.”’ That is a good weight for 


a badger, although by no means a 
record as some have claimed. Mil- 
lais, in his Mammals of Great Bri- 
tain and Ireland, gives the weight 
of a number of badgers, the heavi- 
est being 35 lbs for a boar and 34 
lbs. for a sow. I have, however, re- 
cords of a 44 3-4 lbs boar. This was 
killed in April, when he would be 
at his lighest, for badgers’ lose 
weight after October until Summer. 
I have a note of a 52 lbs. sow killed 
in 1934, said to have “been weigh- 
ed on three different scales’, but I 
know nothing of those who claim 


to have killed this out-sized brock, 


whereas the 44 3-4 lb boar was 
caught in December 1926 by a few 
hounds kept by Mr. Jas Hedley of 
Bewhaugh, Kielder, Northumerland 
and vouched for to me by the late 
Mr. Fred Barnett M. F. H., and Mas- 
ter of Otter Hounds, [ always think 
it is very poor and rather senseless 
conquest to kill badgers with hounds, 
or, for that matter to kill them at 
all. AS a matter of fact they are 
rarely killed by hounds, human as- 
sistance having to be given. Often 
hounds get badly bitten, the destru- 
ction of a harmless animal does 
Continued on Page Fifteen 
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TO HUNTER OWNERS 





There are a great many horses being sold at this time. Many of them 
are going cheap, but the market is the schools and riding academies, 
where capable instruction is now the order. These sales will build up 
a market for future sales of good horses as these riders become more 
critical of what they are on. We suggest you keep your name before 
the horse world by registering in the Directory. 











CALIFORNIA 





BARBARA WORTH STABLES 
Winning Hunters and Jumpers 
Working Hunters and Prospects 
Available at all times. 
MR. & MRS. CHAS. ZIMMERMAN 
Sacramento, Calif. 





CONNECTICUT 


JOE HALE’S IRISH HUNTERS 
“They have no equal” 
Stanwich Rd., Greenwich 
Tel. Greenwich 4448-W 





DELAWARE 


FRED PINCH 
Montchanin, Del. 





ILLINOIS 


GREENTREE STABLES 
Norwood Park, Illinois 
Telephone River Grove 588 
Hunters, Jumpers bought and sold. 
Trained -- Boarded 
Clark Brown (Trainer) 





INDIANA 


BONHAM STABLES 
3050 Kessler Blvd. 
Indianapolis, Ind. 
Suitable Green and Made Hunters 
Open Horses, Jobbing and 
Stabling Facilities for Traders Point Hunt 





NEW YORK 


E. C. BOWDEN 
South Millbrook, N. Y. 
GOOD SOUND HUNTERS AND HACKS 
Always OQ» Hand 
Tel: Millbrook 81 





THOMAS M. BAKER 
Young Hunters - Show Prospects 
- Working Hunters 
Board, Mike and School 
Derby, N. ¥.—20 iniles South of Buffalo 
Tel:—Derby 2944 





MORTON GOVERN 
Working Hunters Reasonably Priced 
Orchard Farm 
King St.. Portchester, N. ¥ 
Tel. Armonk Village 385 





JOHN M. MELVILLE 
Green Hunters and Hunters 
with thorough hunting experience 
Hyde Park, N. ¥ Tel. Poughkeepsie 433-F-3 





NORTH CAROLINA 


MILE AWAY STABLES 
Made—Green—Suitable—Hunters 
Boarding—Schovling—Riding Instructions 
YOUNG MATIVE, b. h., 1932, by Pompey— 
Giggles, by Polymelian. Private contract 
Mr. and Mrs. W. O. Moss, Southern Fines, N.C. 
Tele: 5182 On U. S. Route No. 1 
Summer Address: 

Linville Stables, Linville, N. C. 





HUNTERS, SCHOOLED, BOARDED 
Thoroughbred and Half-Bred Hunters For Sale 
At Stud: CHERRYWOOD, Stud Book 401,432, 
chestnut, by Hydromel—Congo Lady, by *Congo 

Fee: $50 
LOMBARDY FARM 
Uv. S. 21, “Lakes to Florida Highway”, 
8 miles North of Elkin, N. C. 





FRED WILMHURST 
Southdown Farm 
Thoroughbreds & Thoroughbred Prospects 
Gasty. N. C Tel. Laurenburg 2403 


NEW JERSEY 





W. D. CLELAND 
Green and Qualified Hunters 
Also Show and Racing Prospects 
Bedminster. N J Tel. Peapack 199-W 





PENNSYLVANIA 


E. C. BOTHWELL 
MIDDLE AND HEAVYWEIGHT HUNTERS 
Out of Registered Cleveland Bay Mares 
R. D. 4, Greensburg, Pa. Tel. 8058-J-1 





VIRGINIA 


DR. L. M. ALLEN, CLIFTON FARM 
bunters, Timber, Brush and Show Prospects 
All Ages 





MANLEY CARTER 
Carter Stables offer Hunters, Show Horses and 
Show Prospects. Can take limited number 
horses to beard, break, schvol, and give bhunt- 
ing experience with recognized pack—rates 
tfeasunavie, 
Orange, Va. Tel. 6111 


FARNLEY FARM 
MR. AND MRS. A. MACKAY SMITH 
Heavy Wt. Hunters, Reg. Angio-Cieveland 
Heavy Wt. Hunter Prosperts 
Dartmour and Welsh Ponies 
White Post, Va. Telephone Boyce 15-3 











MRS. CARY JAvLKSON 
Young Horses Developed for the Show Ring 
and Hunting Field 
A Few Top Horses Available At All Times 
Orange, Virginia 





LLANGOLLEN FARMS 
dsunters -- Jumpers -- Show Horses 
Fiat and Steeplechase Prospects 
Bred from Famous Whitney Mares 
Upperville, Va. Mrs. M. E. Whitney 





MEADOW LANE FAKM 
(Allan M. Hirsb) 
Warm Springs, Virginia 
HOME OF *SAN UTAR 
Choice Lot of Young Thoroughbreds and 
Hall-Breds 
Tel. Hot Springs 5-L-i 





HORACE MOFFETT 
Made Hunters, Brush, Timber, Show Prospects 
Marshall, Va. Marshall 16-F-22 





WILLIAM H. PERRY 
Show Prospects and Hunters 
Cobham, Virginia 
Tei; Charivttesville, Rural 6(13-Y¥-2 





PINE BROOK FARM 
Racing — Hunters and Show Prospects 
HOME OF *MOKATAM and *BLUE PETE 
F. A. O'KEEFE, JR. Warrenton, Va. 
U. S. No. 15 10 miles South 





SPRINGSBURY FARM 
MR. AND MRS. GEORGE GREENHALGH 
Hvrses—The Kind You Like To Kide Yourself 
Berryville, Va Phone 47 


G C. TUKE—ROCK SPRING FARM 
Hunters Trained and Boarded 
Hot Springs. Virginia Tel. Stable se. 
Residence @ 
Made Thoroughbred Halfbred VY untery 
Promising Two-Year-Olds 
Yaarlinags Weanlinre 
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OFFICIAL PUBLICATION OF THE MASTERS OF FOXHOUNDS ASSOCIATION OF AMERICA 

THE CHRONICLE welcomes, not only the latest news, but personal views of readers, on all 
subjects of general interest pertaining to the Thoroughbred, the Steeplechase, the Horse Show 
and the Hunting Field. The views expressed by correspondents are not necessarily those of 
THE CHRONICLE. 

Communications should be accompanied by the writer's name and address, atong with any 
pen name desired. THE CHRONICLE requests correspondents to write on one side of a sheet 
of paper. and when addressing THE CHRONICLE, not to direct the letter in the name of an 
Editor, as this may cause delay. All Editorial communications should be mailed to Berryville, 
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Editorials 


“CHRISTMAS” 











The very astute Secretary of State said the other day, ‘‘we need all the help 
we can get.’”’ It is hard at Christmas time not to talk in the first person in 
spots, so forgive. 

Taking over from Stacy Lloyd and afterwards, Gerry Webb, I felt that I 
really needed all the help I could get, too. The mechanics of making up a 
paper were rather vaguely familiar. My time was quite fully occupied in 
broadening our field, increasing our subscription list, getting acquainted with 
those who would and could write for us. Trying to keep the pot boiling with 
a bit of advertising was another thing that had to be done, too. 

Then there was the trouble of getting around, not running into the phone 
for long distance calls too frequently, lots of drawbacks, apart from the gen- 
eral curtailment of activities due to the war. 

But this Christmas must be a happy one for the Blue Ridge Press, for they 
have the joy of knowledge of a job well done. Back here in this little office, 
10’ x 10’ to be exact, in a corner of the building where the press handles its 
job work and The Clarke County Courier, as well as getting out The 
Chronicle, I feel that I have the backing of loyalty. 

Everyone has a smile, everyone tries to help, hours mean really very little 
when the job has to be done, in fact its not a job at all. The copy I send 
back to the linotype operators must give them a pain at times, a sudden 
change in the makeup must irk, the continual asking for dope on ‘‘how’s the 
circulation doing out in... .?’’ naming some out-west state, must add to 
the burden of checking records. The monthly financial statement that keeps 
me conversant with how the “land is laying’’. Indeed I give an awful lot of 
work to everyone in this little building, but they are all happy about the 
whole thing, and that is why we are able to produce, increase and state to 
you who read our paper, that The Chronicle is definitely over the hump as 
far as war curtailment is concerned. It is getting stronger right along. So 
to you who have been so generous in sending things for us to use, I say sin- 
cerely, A Merry Christmas, and to this little force here, where I am allowed 
to have the office, A mighty Merry Christmas to you, too. To those away in 
the service The Chronicle sends its heartiest greetings and gratitude for what 
they are doing and a speedy return to the sport they all love so much and 
for which they are making such sacrifices. 

Lastly, our publisher, who is so rabid in his wish not be mentioned at all, 
I wish to say to him, that there is not one of us who does not want to see 
his cheerful face around here again. The organization he left me to work 
with is truly a reflection of its head. 


A THOUGHT BEFORE 1943 COMES IN 





This last week of 1942 can be well spent by making the “welkin ring’’. 
Men in the armed forces will do so, either in combat, in training or rest 
areas. Wherever they are and whatever they are doing, they will do it 
energetically, they have built up energy which has to have an outlet. Back 
here, it will be good for morale to really play this week, play hard, you will 
go into the working harness all the better on January 1, 1943. 


Letters to 


the Editor 





Remember Charlie? 


Dear Nancy: 

The following part of a _ letter 
from my old friend of fifty years 
standing I am sure will be of inter- 
est to you and the readers of The 
Chronicle, especially the older ones 
who remember ‘Charlie Hurcamp’, 
one of the best riders of his day, 
and a very picturesque person at 
The old Madison Square Garden and 
other famous shows. 

Charlie Hurcamp with Amaret 
and Hornpipe, and Jim Maddux 
with Searchlight and Grey Cap 
were well known at the old Garden, 
and the storm of applause that 
greeted their every entry in the ring 
has never been forgotten. 

Faithfully yours, 
Courtland H. Smith. 
“Dear Courtie; 

Thank you for your letter and for 
The Chronicle, [ think is the best of 
the publications of it’s kind I have 
seen in many a year, if not the very 
best, I am enjoying them very much, 
it was so good of you to send them 
to me, ete, ete— 

Yours most sincerely, 
(Charles H. Hurcamp). 
McLean P. O., Fairfax County 
Virginia, Dec. 10th, 1942. 
0 





Preserving Morale 


To The Editor 

I hope things are going well with 
The Chronicle as it deserves. 

Goldens Bridge Hounds is carry- 
ing on and has had quite a_ few 
guests from the armed services, both 
American and British, who are being 
mounted by the Master, and saved 
all expense, as a small contribution 
to the preservation of war morale. 

Our list of recent new members 
includes, in addition to Mr. Lee 
Wood, Executive Editor of the New 
York WORLD TELEGRAM, Gover- 
nor-elect Thomas E. Dewey, West- 
brook Pegler, columnist, and Lowell 
Thomas of the radio. 

Very truly yours, 

Frederic P. Warfield 


a en 


Homesick 
To The Editor. 

Mr. Henry Higginson’s letter des- 
cribing a hunt with the North York 
and Aurora, twenty years ago fillec 
me with acute homesickness for 
those wonderful sportsmen, their 
country and their horses. Alan Case’s 
Shoulder Arms and Donegal, Lynn 
Plummer’s Plymouth and _  Galica, 
Harry Johnson’s Wisdom, ‘Tidal 
Wave and Cricket, all of which I 
had the honor of hunting. Marsnall 
Clelland was only a little tyke then 
and used to hunt a 13 hand Ajay 
pony, what a jumper he must have 
been, for no matter how stiff the 
run and how many of those formid- 
able natural fences, Marshall and 
pony were never far away, indeed he 
must have been phenominal, for one 
day the pony, (whose name escapes 
me) unable to bear the sight of 
horses and hounds moving out of 
the stable yard, jumped out of his 
loose box, the upper door. being 
open, the lower closed, a good 4 feet 
from a standstill. 

Here’s hoping that all those glor!- 
ous hunters are now plucking hea- 
venly asphodels. 

Very sincerely yours, 
Olive M. Bennett. 
89 East Deerpath, Lake Forest, Il. 


Greetings From Gerry 





My Dear Nancy: 

We have been stranded here for 
almost a week but expect to go on 
soon, I have found the place very 
interesting, extraordinarly well done 
in the sense of the post develop- 
ment, which was accomplished by 
the Pan American Co., before the 
Army took it over recently. I spent 
a bus-man’s holiday in the nearby 
town the other day, called upon the 
President of the Turf Club, “Mr.” 
Franz Dove, an African. They have 
a great deal of dissension at the 
time regarding the Christmas Meet- 
ing, which was scheduled for 3 days 
and now reduced to 2 days. I am 
enclosing a clipping which should 
prove of interest in publication from 
for The Chronicle. 

At this Xmas Meeting the Gover- 
nor’s Cup and 75 pounds purse is 
the big race. They usually have 
from gs to 12 horses running but 
this year they will be fortunate in 
getting a field of 4. A race card for 
a day amounts to 6 to 7 races, with 
some girl races and gentleman rider 
races on the flat as well. There is 
no steeplechasing and the track is 
turf, if you can call the dry baked 
grass turf in this season. Of course 
in the spring it is more verdant, due 
to the rainy season. 

The discordant note has_ been 
strongly publicized in the local pap- 
ers, (all hand-set they look) with 
the owners wanting more money and 
bigger purses or more charity bene- 
fit. The American Turf Club has 
been getting rich on these races and 
once spoiled have been difficult to 
persuade to give up their gold mine 
earnings. In good days before they 
used to run special trains in from 
the interior and over 15,000 to 20,- 
000 attended. They had 14 rack 
days per year. 

The type of horse used is not a 
Thoroughbred put of Arabian stock 
and bred in Nigeria. They are veri- 
tably ponies and big when 14.0 
hands. However, due to the difficu)- 
ties in obtaining light weight riders 
of any ability, they have weights of 
§ stone 7 up to 12 stone (119 Ibs., 
up to 168 Ilbs.). 

The owners are disturbed as well 
about the condition of the course. 
The baked turf with slight undula- 
tions, along with speed and the high 
weight naturally causes much grief, 
many of the horses bowing. 

Betting is done in the proverbial 
English Sweep form, also in tote 
wagers of 5-0 and 2-0 (equivalent 
to $1 and 40 cents respectively). 

You can note from the clipping if 
it gets through, how the War has 
influenced the price of horses and 
the price of grain. ‘‘Whilst the Turf 
Club was prospering, conditions for 
owners have become deplorable. 
Food for horses is unobtainable, a 
bag of Guinea Corn, essential nut- 
rient to a race horse, cannot be ob- 
tained even at L4 ($16.20) per bag. 
Race horses in the» past could be 
purchased from 75 pounds to 150 
pounds, the purchasing price has 
now risen from 300 pounds to 600 
pounds. 

Racing is being carried on in S. 
Africa. There is racing in the interi- 
or and further to the south. Of 
course war has not struck the Afri- 
cans and in general it is much like 
the U. S., where everyone is thriving 
On war time prosperity. J] under- 
stand that racing has already com- 

Continued on Page Twenty 











2 )} » 

. > 

‘* 
4 


FRIDAY, DECEMBER 25, 1942 


THE CHRONICLE 


PAGE ELEVEN 





Maryland Hunts 


Continued from page One 


“Best pack we’ve ever had, for 
speed and nose,’’ announces Jake. 
Not to mention full-throated music. 

The fields on Saturdays have been 
almost as large as usual, according 
to Mrs. Robert Riggs, the former 
Polly Warfield, who is ass:stant 
secretary. 

Thirty to fifty is not an unusual 
number, though on week-days this 
is cut to ten or a dozen riders. Mon- 
days, Wednesdays and Saturdays are 
the scheduled meets. 

Several of the younger men are 


missing from the scene, including 
Major David G. McIntosh and his 
brother, Captain J. Rieman MclIn- 


tosh, both officers in the field artil- 
lery and now in England. Lieuten- 
ant Ben Griswold 3d is in the Naval 
Reserve and got home a few dzys 
ago from North Africa for a short 
leave. Lieutenant Alex Griswold 
works at the War Departmert in 
Washington. 

Conspicuous by their absence are 
the Watters family—Pvt. Sidney is 
in the remount service out west, and 
sister Jane, now Mrs. Douglas Small, 
is with her army officer husband at 
an Illinois flying field. 

Those lucky enough to live near 
the club are out regularly, while the 
more distant members make it 
whenever their A cards allow. Mrs. 
Ralph Crimmins and Miss Gillian 
Crimmins (a Greenwood _ student 
home for week-ends) have a farm 
and brand new house near Manor, 
and Mrs. Ben Griswold, at ‘‘Fancy 
Hill”, hunts often, too. Miss Eliza- 
beth Ober has an apartment at the 
club. Mrs. Jane Bassett who, after 
a long spell in a brace proclaims her 
spinal injury cured, lives in one of 
the club bungalows and rarely miés- 
es a day with hounds. Missing from 
the field are Miss Edith Park, work. 
ing in Washington this year, and 
Miss Peggy Wing who by the time 
this is printed will be Mrs. Dion K. 
Kerr, Jr., having flown to Texas for 
her wedding. Younger members often 
out this year are Miss Harriet Stok- 
es, Miss Nancy Sehlhorst and Miss 
Betty Bosley. 

James Park leads the field, with 
W. H. DeCourcy Wright taking over 
occasionally in his absence, and set- 


ting a brave pace for those behind. 

Over in the Green Spring Valley 
Hunt’s country, hunting has_ also 
been first-rate, with Tuesday, Thurs- 
day and Saturdays as regular days. 
The pack has been cut by about a 
third, and meets generally are clos- 
er to home to avoid long’ hacks. 
Vanning is definitely out. 

The roster of Green Spring Val- 
ley men in uniform is impressive, 
with M. F. H. George Carey and John 
K. Shaw, Jr., in the Army Air Corps 
intelligence, Redmond Stewart Jr., 
just back from Fort Sill and about 
to go as R. O. T. C. instructor to 
Princeton University, and James Mc- 
Henry about to accept a commission 
in the Marines. Stuart Janney, Jr., 
joint M. F. H., is leading things 
aboard his fine timber Win- 
ton, and his wife, together with Mr. 
and Mrs. Frank A. Bonsal, Mrs. 
Redmond Stewart, Sr., Miss Grace 
Miller and others are hunting as 
often as possible. The Fenwick boys 
are out whenever they are at home, 
and the Ethel Kitty 
Hoffman manage occasional Satur 
day hunts. Their brother, Capt. 
Richard Curzon Hoffman 3d, is also 
in England as a_ divisional staff 
officer. 

Thanksgiving Day 
good run but a mean 
Gaylord Clark, dislocated 
his shoulder. One the 
rreen Spring country is Harry Colt 
well-known show judge, who 
down from the Genesee Valley and- 
bought a the Worthington 
Valley. 

Odes Hayes and his son, Odas Jr., 
constitute the hunt staff this year. 
Particularly in the Bosley’; Church 

-Belfast area, the Green Spring re- 
ports wide open country and a fox 
that is noted for taking a straight 
line. 


racer, 


Misses and 


produced a 
accident for 
Lee who 


newcomer to 
came 


farm in 


Honorary huntsman, Waugh Glas- 
cock, has a word or two to say, also, 
about hunting in the Howard Coun- 
ty Hounds’ region. Augustus Riggs 
3d is again the master of this pack 
and, depleted of professionals, the 
field relies on Rigan McKinney an¢ 


Mrs. Westley Edel, as honorary 
whippers-in, to show them a time. 
From thirty couple, Howard 


County has cut down to about twen- 
ty, but continues to go out thrice 
weekly, Tuesdays and Thursdays ‘e- 











Season’s Greetings from 


COO D’ESPRIT 















‘ 5 he Af 





COQ D’ESPRIT, grey, 193 





1,500 pounds. Combining, 


*COQ GAULOIS and 


by *COQ GAULOIS—DULCY, by 
*LIGHT BRIGADE, is a magnificent individual, standing 
measures 79 inches around girth, 91%’ below the knee and weighs 
as he does, 
*LIGHT BRIGADE, 
jumper himself, he should prove a most outstanding sire of jumpers. 


AT STUD, CLIFTON FARM, BERRYVILLE, VIRGINIA 
Fee—$75 Return 


Mares boarded at reasonable rates. 


DR. L. M. ALLEN, WINCHESTER, VIRGINIA 





16.3%, 







the jumping qualities of [ 
and being a brilliant 










ing the favored week-days. 
Thanksgiving Day the meet was 
held at Doughoregan Manor, ana 
there was a splendid two-hour run 
across the Carroll, Clark and Ridge- 
ly estates before the fox went to 
ground on Burleigh Manor, home of 
Prince and princess Hohenlohe. 
Girls from St. Timothy’s School in 
Catonsville are keeping horses in 
the country and getting a 
day with hounds when feasible, Quite 
a number of ‘‘young entry’’, includ- 
ing the three Warfield sisters, grace 


nearby 


the field. 

President of the club is Leo But- 
ler, son of the late Justice of the 
Supreme Court, Pierce Butler. The 


club is sponsoring some new panell- 
ing, and is optimistic over its im- 
mediate future, although Trecogniz- 
ing, as is everyone, the many tem- 
porary difficulties. 


Glenelg, the large estate just 
across the road from the kennels, 
was sold this autumn by Mrs. W. 


Bladen Lowndes, whose sons had 
hunted frequently with the Howard 
County pack ever since its inception, 
Purchaser was a dairy farmer who, 
however, is interested in fox hunt- 
ing and agreeable to having it con- 
tinue on his handsome old property, 
as it has heretofore. 

One notable change in Maryland 
hunting this season was provided by 
the Wythemore Hounds and Capt. 
Boris Wolkonsky’s Harriers. By 
combining their personnel and equip- 
ment somewhat, they 
the 


manage one 
Long 


another 


former’s 
country, and 
the Timonium neighborhood 
Capt. Wolkonsky has 
keeping up for several seasons. 
M. F. H. Courtenay Jenifer, 3d, of 
the Wythemore—which 
ly his private pack 


week in 
Valley 


day a 
Green 
day in 


which been 


was former- 
is in the 


army 


Beagle News 





News from Mrs. Edward ‘‘Janie’’ 
Dane is good. The Sir-Sister pack 
goes out every Sunday, with a small 
but regular field, and, so far, sport 
has been yery good. Mrs. Dane has 
also taken over Joe Child’s Cove- 
land pack for the duration. 


Winter have __ settled 
down on us for good and the Vernon 
Beagles victims of 
the heavy storm Sunday. They 
got snow bound in the kennels and 
the meet had to be called off. 


seems to 
Somerset were 
last 


— 


SPECIAL BREEDS OF DOGS 


There is apparently a demand for 


German Shepherds for the Coast 


Guard, they fill the requirements 
for the work this branch of service 
demands. The Marines however are 


calling for Doberman Pinschers and 
from their training station at Tow- 
son, Maryland have made an appeal 
to the Pinscher Club of America for 
100 dogs for training as soon as pos- 
sible. The the 
try are cooperating. 


clubs through coun- 





khaki these days, and Norman Sipe 
of Glen Arm, has taken over, aided 
by a veteran hound man, C, Clagget 
Dorsey. 


Everywhere the story on hunting 
seems to be about the same 
cellent sport, what a pity so 
many of the boys can’t be at home 
to enjoy it.”” But the home fronters 
are doing their job as well as they 
how. And this, they suspect, 
the best news in the 
“second wherever 


-*ex- 
and 


know 
will be 
to the 
they hapen to be. 


world 


fronters’’, 














trials. 


PILATE 


Chestnut Horse, 1928 
By Friar Rock—*Herodias, by The Tetrarch. 


To October Ist 17 of Pilate’s 2-year-olds had 
started 


14 Had Won a Total of 281 Races 
Two Others Had Placed 


One raced unplaced after injuring her back early in her 


training, and never approached the promise of top yearling 





Of the 17 2-year-olds, 15 showed form as high and in most 
cases considerably higher than their dam’s. 
One was out of a mare 20 years old. 


cocious, but showed evidence of good stamina. 


One was not pre- 





Fee $400 


$300 For stakes winners or dams of stakes winners 
One year return if mare fails to get in foal. 


right to reject any mare physically unfit. 


Return 


We reserve the 





Montana Hall 





A. S. HEWITT 





White Post, Virginia 
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FARMING in WAR TIME 








By CASTLE HILL 





Shorthorn Bulls 


The article by Rank Forbes last 
week leaves no doubt as to what 
breed of cattle he is “in politics’ for. 
However, he has left out some of the 
more generally useful things that are 
applicable in any ordinary country, 
for which the Shorthorn is especially 
valuable. Maybe he will pardon a 
mere layman if his article is supple- 
mented, 

Many farmers have nondescript 
herds of cattle from which they sell 
the milk. and so provide a weekly in- 
come. These herds are generally 
made up of crossbred Holsteins, 
Guernseys, Jerseys, Brown Swiss and 
Ayrshires, all depending on the parti- 
cular breed that someone has pro- 
moted in that area. 

The farmers, realizing that half 
their calves are males and must be 
sold to the butcher, may wish to 
breed calves for beef and buy milk 
herd replacements. These herds are 
bulled by any sort of bull, whatever 
is available. If the kerds are bulled 
by a Shorthorn, these calves would, 
by and large, grow on to type, many 
of them would be of the color of the 
Shorthorns, but what is most impor- 
tant, most of them will grow on big 
and lusty and “do” like nobody’s 
business. 

If these farmers have a big rough 
pasture, they can let these calves 
grow on at little cost of feeding, first 
thing they know they have some 
feeders that will sell for as much as 
the income from the cows’ milk. 

NO OTHER breed of beef bull will 
do this as will the Shorthorn, they 
may improve the “beef type” on the 
cow of course, they will either leave 
their mark by a white face, 9dr a pol- 
led black, but they won’t leave that 
substantial BEEF TYPE, which the 
Shorthorn will. 


Rough Pasture 


At Llangollen, property of Mrs. 
M. E. Whitney, there is a deal of 
rough pasture, she has a really good 
herd of Guernseys, purebreds. She 
is building a herd of Herefords, 
probably from preference for the 
breed. But the place where she is 
going to make her quick returns is 
the commercial herd of Herefords she 
has on the rough pasture which she 
cannot get labor enough to work this 
year. They are turned out on it with 
a really good Shorthorn bull or two, 
these calves will be BETTER than 
the cows, they will give more weight 
and will have better weight-growing 
ability. 

Mrs. Whitney is doing what a lot 
of farmers would be wise to do, us- 
ing the rough land to advantage. 
Norman Haymaker, her manager of 
the horse activities, says that there 
is no land that is idle. There is 
some stock that can be sold from 
Llangollen most any time. MHay- 
maker says that the biggest drain is 
on concentrated feeds that have to 
be bought, but that will gradually 
balance itself. It is often hard, when 
an owner is anxious to build up a 
good stock farm, to arrive at the 
proper balance of feed production to 
take care of things. The conversion 
of available feed, whether in pasture 
or from some purchase, into sales- 
on-the-hoof is the principal thing, 
and that is what this owner is doing. 





Another thing, disposition means 
much with beef feeders, that come 
out of dairy cows, the latter are gen- 
erally temperamental, the solid znilo- 
sophy of the bull’s breed will be 
calves. Quiet 


feeders mean much when it takes 


transmitted to the 


pasture to convert to beef. 





WAGS Perform In 
Dogs For Defense 
Show At Milwaukee 


Several thousand interested specta- 
tors in Wisconsin now know what 
“Dogs for Defense’ really means. 
They saw the “Wags” in action on 
Sunday afternoon, November 29 at 
the Coliseum at Milwaukee. Mrs. 
Marie Adler Stone, regional director 
of Wisconsin for Dogs for Defense 
did a lot of hard work on this show 
and deserves a great deal of credit 
for her all-out effort in putting over 
a great show. 

The dogs performed like clock- 
work and showed evidence of excel- 


lent training and handling. They 
went through their routines like 
veterans. They performed in forma- 


tions and singly. They refused food 
from a stranger, they retrieved, they 
climbed ladders, they jumped an ob- 
stacle course, they protected proper- 
ty, and otherwise comported them- 
selves like real ‘‘Wags”’. 

One of the highlights of the show 


was the difficult retrieving feats, as 
well as hurdling and obedience to 
silent commands that were demon- 
strated by Henry Jenssen of Wauke- 
sha and his famous shepherd dog, 
Max. Other trainers who demon- 
strated were Mrs. H. B. Wells, Mrs. 
W. S. Jackson, Miss Rose Lucas, Ru- 
dolph Lutz, John Freismuth, Martin 
Schosser, Stewart Walsh, E. Wese- 
deppie, Alfred Ohrens, Ralph Vergo- 
lino, George Osten ,Emil Egide, John 
Schutkowski, and Alfred Herman. 


So that the audience would know 
and understand the real us of these 
dogs as an arm for defense, a brief 
sketch of the requirements of war 
dogs was given by Lieut. Leo Fischer 
of Camp McCoy. He explained how 
the “Wags” are used for carrying 
light guns, ammunition, to lay wires, 
as sledge dogs in the Arctic, and as 
first aid dogs. But sentry duty is 
their long suit and it is in this capa- 
city that most of the Dogs for De- 
fense will help to win the war. A 
man and a dog on sentry duty have 
been found to equal six regular 
Continued on Page Seventeen 


Cow Puncher’s Hoss 


To the Editor: 

The attached was written by an 
old cowboy friend of mine, Jim 
O’Donnell, you might maybe like to 
use it. It describes a cow pony pretty 
well. 

Tom Pilcher. 
Riviera Country Club. 
December 7, 1942. 





I asked an old Cow Puncher bout the 
Hoss he had to straddle, 

If he had his sure enough choosin for 
a day’s work in the saddle; 
Would he take a Bay or Buckskin, a 

Thoroughbred or Scrub, 
A Paint or Palomino, well, he give 
his chin a rub. 


Say Button I will tell you if you want 
to know the truth, 

I’ve rode a lot of ponies since the days 
of my lusty youth; 

Some sorry ponies, some good uns, 
some wild ones, and some tame, 

But the color never counted half as 
much as some will claim. 


But if I had my choosin, would pick a 
darkish Dun, 

Without no special breeding, like a 
Thoroughbred to run; 

Like to have him boast a strain of 
Mustang in his veins, 

For that’s the toughest breed that ever 
roamed the Plains. 


His build would be short coupled, the 
kind to turn and swerve, 

Without no spinal bending like a 
freight train on a curve; 

In height I figure 15 hands or some- 
where there abouts, 

And weight around a thousand pounds 
with shoulders deep and stout. 


Don’t want him pot-bellied, but if 
he’s built too slim, 

He just won’t hold the grass it takes 
to nourish him; 

He won't be fancy gaited, just a free 
lope for the trail, 

A burst of speed for cow work, and he 
must’nt ring his tail. 


There may be nothing to it, but his 
small ears as a rule, 

May prove to people you're a straddle 
of a horse and not a mule; 
Now some will take exception to a 

heap that I have said, 
But them that worked with cattle, 
will agree about his head. 


A small head makes him pretty, but 
no matter what the size, 

Us cowhands like the Arabs, want him 
wide between the eyes; 

And that ain’t all I'll tell you, if you 
sure enough want to know, 

A good cow pony holds his head 
kinder straight and low. 


That ’cause his eyes are watching 
what he’s doing all the time, 
And if they ain’t for cow work, hell 
he just ain’t worth a dime; 
Dudes like a mount that’s prancy with 

a head he loves to toss, 
But if your horse is high headed, then 
he ain’t no cow hand Hoss. 
0. 


uv 





Price Ceilings On Horses 


There’s nothing new about a price 
ceiling. Recorded history refers to 
them with reasonable frequency as 
applying to everything from slave 
girls to horses; and the first known 
application of the price ceiling to 
horses was made by Richard II. 

The idea of a lighter, faster, riding 
horse had intrigued British horsemen 
even before Edward III decided to do 
something about it. Suiting action 
to the idea, he imported fifty Spanish 


horses, probably jennets, and did pro- 
duce a few faster, lighter horses than 
were then being used for cavalry. 
They were a success according to all 
appraisals except one. Armour was 
still being worn both by knights and 
their mounts. These new horses 
which were so delightful for non- 
military riding, actually staggered 
under the weight when accoutered for 
military duty. The decision was that 
these new horses had been produced 
too soon; that renewed energy be 
applied to producing a new genera- 
tion of the ‘‘Great Horses’’. 

However, the new horses were 
available to the few who could afford 
to buy them at their ever-increasing 
prices. Buyers came even from 
abroad. Seeing the perils of disper- 
sion and disappearance, King Rich- 
ard forbade their export and compel- 
led dealers to limit their prices to a 
fixed maximum. 


HERD 
DIRECTORY 


In order to assist readers of The 
Chronicle who pay especial atten- 
tion to maximum production from 
their farms, we present this directory 
of the owners of good herds of the 
country. We hope that it will prove 
of benefit to those who sell and aiso 
buy. 








MARYLAND 


ABERDEEN-ANGUS BEEF CATTLE 
PERCHERON DRAFT HORSES 
MONOCACY FARMS Frederick, Md. 


VIRGINIA 











CHAPEL HILL FARM 
ABERDEEN-ANGUS CATTLE 
Herd sire Eric 2nd of Redgate 597295 
T. B. and Bangs Accredited 
DAVID R. DONOVAN, Mgr. 
Chapel Hill, Berryville, Va. 





POLLED SHORTHORN BEEF CATTLE 
International Grand Champion Bulls 
on straight Scotch Foundation females. 
Top converters of grass into beef at weight 


for age. 
MR. AND MRS. A. MACKAY SMITH 
Farnley Farm White Post, Va. 





MONTANA HALL SHORTHORNS 
Cows from the best horned and polled families 
Will calve to OAKWOOD PURE GOLDx 
A few promising calves (horned and pelled) 
now available 
White Post, Va. 


WEST VIRGINIA 


OLIVEBOY REGISTERED HEREFORDS 
PRINCE DOMINO (MISCHIEFS) 
JAMES M. WOLFE 
Charles Town, W. Va. 





Phone 5-F-24 











Herberts Hill Farms 


Inc. 
R. D. 6, West Chester, Pa. 


Aberdeen-Angus 
Cattle 


Home of the Senior and Junior Champ- 
ion cows and the Junior Champion bull 
S$ A} Reading and Allentewn Fairs 


Bred Heifers for Sale 


SEE OUR OUTSTANDING CALF CROP 


JOHN GEROW, Manager 

















Farm Income Tax 


Returns 


FARM ACCOUNTING 
FARM BUDGETS 
FARM ADVISORY SERVICE 





Inquiries solicited 
Burlingame, Dunk, Field 
& Pierce, Inc. 


45 West 45th St., N. Y. City 
Established 1922 
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for the stud at Montpelier, but Mr: iu Pont tt | . 








season. A welcome ad 














FARNLEY PIXIE 
B. M., 3 years, 11.3 hands 
WELSH-DARTMOOR CROSS 


Exceptionally quiet, young pony broken 
to harness as well as to saddle. 























, 
é i It is fitting at this time to offer a good study of ELKRIDGE, the top man over the ‘chasing courses of 194: 
“ Maybe it is not such a good study, but it is about the way son of MATE out of BEST BY TEST strikes us. He wa 






born in 1938 and as a yearling was said to be unattractive and washy. As a 3-year-old he commenced to get going, 
from then on he was another proof of the brseding acumen of Joe Flanagan of Monkton, Md. and the selective a 
bility of the late Mr. Thomas Hitchcock. 





His present ownership is bearing out the adage "nothing venture”. 
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FROM THE METAMORA COUNTRY 


OLAMARA, #1, with J. Helder up, wins the Bloomfield at the Metamora meeting. This cheg., 8, is by DR. » ¢ 
O'MARA--MISS MALAMONT and owned by Lt. William 0. Bridge, R. Ringo traimer. Mrs. A. E. Rueben's MAN o'WAR geld- 8 
ing, MAN o'MAN, #2, shown with W. Barry, up. He placed third. 


SCOTTY CHINK, owned by Lieut. William 0. Bridge, Detroit, Mich. A good sort for anyone's stable. 


“ 
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Beagles 


By SHEILA McCREERY 
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Treweryn Hounds 


Much of Wednesday’s 3. inch 
snowfall, the first of the season, still 
lay over the countryside on Sunday, 
Dec. 13, to which old man winter 
had added a light, fresh trimming of 
white during the early morning 
hours. When Treweryn hounds met 
at Stockton White’s Bryn Clovis 
Farm, the sky was partly cloudy; 
and a biting winter wind blew out 
of the northwest keeping the mer- 
cury below 25 degrees and sweeping 
the morning’s fresh touch of snow 
swiftly across the open fields. 

The prospects of scent holding 
this bitter day seemed remote, in- 
deed; but a field of some 20 keen 
beaglets braved the chill wind and 
followed hounds as huntsman, Bob 
Harrison, drew the 11 couple Tre- 
weryn pack across the open Bryn 

¢ Clovis farmland in search of the 
E Be? tight sitting, long-eared hare. Many 
likely spots proved blank this blus- 
tery afternoon, and it wasn’t until 
shortly after 4 o’clock that an old 
jack got up a short way ahead of 
the searching pack in the southeast 
corner of the Chew farm and quick- 
ly disappeared from view over a rise 
of ground, Although several alert in- 
dividuals just managed to catch 
sight of their quarry’s vanishing 
form, hounds were put immediately 
to their noses as the line of the 
hunted hare led out on to the road. 
Scent held surprisingly well along 
the roadway and Fiddler (Treweryn 
Forger—Thorpe Satchville Pancake) 
and Tripper (Ch. Watch-this one— 
Haig’s Turmoil) were able to touch 
it here and there. On into the drive- 
way of the Chew farm these keen 
nosed individuals were joined by the 
roaring voice of Mercury (Treweryn 
and presently the 
ringing cry of the whole pack pro- 
é claimed the line as it led away north 
” right between the old walls of the 
burnt-down barn. Scent surpassed 
the most optimistic expectations, and 
the eager pack ran on at good pace 
into the wind. In the rough, over- 
grown fields of the Tony Jackson 
farm Gaylass (Treweryn Forger— 
Gamestress) put hounds right when 
* the line of the crafty hare led away 
east down an old path. 

Down wind the keen little pack 
had to work ever so hard to own 
the line. It was indeed pleasing to 
see Minstrel, Manful and Boistress, 
all second season hounds sired by 
the late ‘Uncle Jimmy” Appleton’s 
Waldingfield Minstrel, working right 
with the leaders with noses ever 








“FOLLOW THE BELVEDERE HOUNDS” in 


The National Magazine 
of Humor and Satire 

‘Founded 1884 
More Cartoons, Margaret Fishback, 
Ted Shane, Poems, Fun Quiz, Crossword 
Puzzles, Riotous Stories, plus the Humorous Fea- 
tures of the old “Life” Magazine and “Punch” 
15¢. at Ind dent N . $1.50 a Year 
JUDGE, 516 Sth AVENUE, NEW YORK CITY 











close to the snowy ground. On across 
the Sugartown road and southeast 
across the bare, open fields of Bryn 
Clovis the line of the hunted jack 
led. The biting gale whipped the 
powdery snow swiftly past the hard 
working pack as they perservered 
at the all but impossible job of 
working out her faint trail, speak- 
ing here and there where the slight- 
est trace of scent remained. If it 
hadn’t been for the very keen eyes 
of Treweryn’s acting joint-Masters, 
Stockton White and Buddy Macleod, 
who spotted the half covered tracks 
on several occasions, the line of 
this straight running hare might 
well have been lost for good. 

After some slow and_ difficult 
work hounds were able to carry the 
line south into Gay Lea. Down the 
long southern slope out of the wind, 
scent lay much stronger, and with 
good cry the little hounds ran on at 
a fair pace as the hunted hare was 
viewed away out onto the White 
Horse road. At Fronefield’s Corner, 
Buddy Macleod spotted her tracks 
which took the lefthand fork and 
led away south down the middle of 
the road. The huntsman capped 
hounds on; and, after working down 
the roadway for about 200 yards, 
the Treweryn pack struck the line 
with great cry and drove away 
southwest across Delchester Farm 
running well packed with hardly a 
check, the merry little hounds drove 
on circling through the north end 
of Delchester big woods; and fol- 
lowers running hard were put to it 
to keep on good terms with hounds 
as they raced away north into the 
wind all the way back to the mea- 
dow of the Chew farm. 

Here a momentary check on the 
road enabled huntsman and whips 
to get to the hard working pack; 
and, upon arriving On the road at 
the edge of the Chew farm, they 
viewed the hunted hare moving on 
away nortn. Banker (Treweryn For- 
ger—Bijou) picked up the _ fresh 
trail here, and hounds drove on at 
a good pace into the south fields of 
Tony Jackson’s where the line of 
their pilot led away east once more 
into Bryn Clovis Now the pace wag 
very slow again as the Treweryn 
pack stuck diligently to the task of 
picking the spotty scent down wind. 
Although the hare had just been 
viewed away south by several mem- 
bers of the field, it was all hounds 
could do to own her line. When tho 
close working 11 couples hunted 
slowly on to a check back on the 
Sugartown road, the huntsman 
deemed it best to call hounds home. 

When watches were checked it 
was learned that the merry beagles 
had been pursuing their fleet 
quarry for fully 65 minutes. During 
the fine circling hunt of more than 
an hour, this stout hare was viewed 
by the followers at least four dif- 
ferent times but was never seen by 
hounds after she first moved out of 
her snug form. What a pity it is that 
more of the Kansas jack rabbits will 
not keep on moving ahead of hounds 
in like manner.— R. p. W. H. 











Hosiery Repairing 
Glove Repairing 
Glove Cleaning 
Re-weaving 
In-weaving 
Southern Stelos Co. 
618-12th St., N. W. 
Washington, D. C. 











Great Britain Notes 


Continued from Page Nine 


them no good, and gives no sport to 
anyone. Why then so much time and 
trouble should so often be expended 
to dig out badgers which have gone 
to ground in front of hounds, and 
why such risks should be run of in- 
jury to the pack, I can never un- 
derstand. The only gratification 
there can be is to the huntsman and 
earthstoppers because brock occas- 
ionally opens out an earth or two 
after these strongholds have been 
stopped to prevent foxes getting to 
ground. 


In The 
The other day 


Woodlands 

I walked round a 
big woodland with the and 
his woodman. Both were obviously 
heart sore. Many of the fine trees 
had numbers on them-—these were 
their death warrant! They will ere 
felled; indeed, part of the 
woodland was already laid low, and 
woodfallers were living in caravans 
amid the scenes of their devastation, 
and with a saw-pit on the spot. The 
woodman remarked ‘‘War makes a 
lot of changes even in quiet, peace- 
ful spots like this’, and added that 
if the woodland had not been so far 
away from a town or village, the 
“tops and lops and kindling’’ would 
soon have been cleared away. He 
then went on ‘‘We had some hawker 
chaps scouting round this week to 
see where there was any berried 
holly to take to the towns 
Christmas, It beats me how a lot of 
these chaps keep out of the army to 
go round with their flat-carts hawk- 
ing and driving back with a load of 
scrap iron and rabbit-skins. It'll soon 
they’ll take back to the 
town, for they seem to find out 
where all the best of it is. They call 
these gypsy-hawker fellers ‘the forty 
thieves’, and they’re as hard to catch 
as a rat or a fox that’s once been in 
a trap’. Another estates owner, who 
plant ground 
the Government 

writes that he is in a 
view of the 

fencing required, 
the local industrial 
population will not leave such fenc- 
ing alone. He says ‘‘A small area 
well stocked rabbits and sur- 
rounded by netting with one or two 
kicked in it, provides first- 
rate sport for anyone with a dog and 
a stick. Neither my staff nor the 
police can be on duty 24 hours a 
day.”’ Of course the answer is “get 
rid of the rabbits.” 

Still speaking of woodlands a 
sportsman of much experience has 
given his views on hunting such big 
woodlands as are left after the war. 
After pointing out that a M. F. H 
is compelled to consider the wishes 
of his subscribers as well as his de- 


owner 


long be 


for 


be holly 


wants to beech on 
from which 
cleared larch, 
difficult position in 
amount of rabbit 
and also because 


has 


with 


holes 


sire to hunt the whole of his coun- 
try, he continues: 

“The majority of subscribers are 
not attracted by heath and wood- 
land, as the chance of ‘a ride’ is us- 
ually slight. On those days hounds 
are advertised for the forestry end 
they go to more attractive fixtures 
of neighbouring packs, which mod- 
ern methods of transport have made 
easy of access. The result is tuat 
subscriptions and field money show 
a marked decline. The country with 
the most attractive fixtures shows 
the best subscription 
countries come first, plough couuatri- 
es second, and afforestated countries 
a bad third. Followers in the main 
to care little whether hornds 
the fox or the huntsman so 
run straight and fast.’ 


list—grass 


seem 
hunt 
long as they 

There is a good deal of truth fn 
this. Nevertheless, after the 
there will be a compulsory 

Continued on Page Seventeen 


HIRSCH JACOBS, 
AMERICA’S LEADING TRAINER, 


war 
return 








“/Mon-O-Wart Remedy Company 
Lima, Pennsylvania 


Gentlemen: 


our 


| have used some of y 
Thoroughbred Products, rete 
Strongylezine, with most satis od 
results. As yOu know, | have ! — 
er of horses training at all tT = 
d naturally have to be careful wha 
rp r use on their legs. [can 
sara i products very highly. 


numb 


\ giv 
recommend your 
truly yours, « 

ae HIRSCH JACOBS 


(signed) 








More and more outstanding 
trainers, hunt and show stables are regu- 
lar THOROUGHBRED users. They have 
found that THOROUGHBRED remedies 
are both thoroughly reliable and effec- 
tive. If your local supplier doesn’t have 
them, please write direct and they will be 


sent promptly post-paid in U.S.A. 


Among the complete line 


THOROUGHBRED REMEDIES 


are: 


Thoroughbred Strongylezine 
Bot. $3.00—Doz. $30.00 


Thoroughbred Absorbent Liniment Bot. 2.00 
Thoroughbred Leg Paint......... Bot. 2.00 
Thoroughbred Cough Medicine.. Qt. 2.50 
Thoroughbred Diuretic Mixture.. Pt. 1.50 
Thoroughbred Body Wash & Brace Pt. 1.00 






California Representative 


KING'S PHARMACY, ARCADIA 
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* REMEDY 2-W 
LIMA, PA 


Complete kine of Veterinery 











loss or damage. 


Dial 4144 








The Personal Property Floater 
Policy 


Provides world-wide protection on 
all personal effects and household 
furnishings against practically any 


See Us For 
Complete Information 


HANSBROUGH & CARTER 
WINCHESTER, VIRGINIA 


-- Forms -- Rates 


Est. 1882 
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The Locators 

Information that might prove of 
value to some of the Chroniclers as 
the war goes on is that there is an 
organization set up by an officer's 
wife, at Fort Leavenworth, Kansas, 
called The Locators. They are called 
on to answer and work on some 100 
the Globe 
fifty wives 


inquiries from all over 


each week, There are 
who donate their time to this work 
and their charges for this signal 
service is nil. The scheme orginated 
through wives being evacuated from 
certain areas, becoming temporarily 
separated from their friends and 
consequently for purposes of contact 
with their “world” they are lost. 
It may seem hard to imagine how 
anyone could but the 


constant move of army families dur- 


become lost, 


ing these times can easily cause such 
a state of affairs and it is good to 
know that there is such an organiza- 
tion which is never stumped when it 
comes to locating those who are 
missing. 


Service wives are always resource- 
ful, here is another evidence of their 
ability to cope with emergencies by 
action. Mrs. Bathurst, who organi- 
zed the Locators is to be congratu- 
lated, we are not certain, but we 
have in mind that she is the wife of 
Robert M. Bathurst, a good Colonel 
of Field Artillery. She is now trying 
to develop a like organization for 
enlisted men’s wives, a tough assign- 
ment, for their numbers are now in 
the millions, She will probably solve 
the problem. The Chronicle wishes 
her success. 

0 





Fort Reno News 


Sgt. Charlie Gayer started on his 
furlough last Saturday at about 2 
o’clock. He took a train heading 
East and then got right back on the 
next one and came pack. By 1950 
Charlie ought to get home. We sug: 
gest somebody buy him a compass, 
a rattle and a ruber nurse that you 
blow up. Somebody better buy the 
tickets next time for him. 


Johnnie Gayer was made Sergeant 
last week and will no longer take 
any lip from big brother. 


Sidney Waters was stricken with 
appendicitis the other day. He’s at 
Ft. Sill recovering now. Something 
he ate, no doubt??? 


Bobby Clark will be home on fur- 
lough soon and is planning to do 
lots of hunting on his point-to-point 
winner, Fanny Adams, and his good 
gray colt Prince Pickett, by War 
Whoop. His brother, Lt. S. C. Clark, 
Jr., will also be in Middleburg and 


will probably hunt some of J. T. 
Skinner’s horses. 


Recently transferred here was 
Capt. L. P. Goode, noted horseman 


from California. He is Detachment 


Commander, Q. M. Before being 
called back into the Service, the 
Captain was breeding Thorough- 


breds and raising show cattle on his 
ranch. 


Further news from R. U. Shovel- 
ing it. Business is very bad. The 
weather is so cold and windy that 
the horses are standing, with the 
source of our business, pointing into 
it, and all the shovelers have the 
stock conveniently located about 10 
feet up wind of the dump. Figure it 
out for yourself and you’ll see that 
I should be in the curry comb racket 
instead, Sincerely, R. U. Shoveling 
it. 

0 





General Andrews 


Receives His D. S. M. 


From Cairo on Dec. 19, comes the 
following Associated Press informa- 
tion:—-Lieut-General Frank M. And- 
rews has been playing a vital part 
with Britain’s Bighth Army in mov- 
ing the Axis out of Egypt and Libya. 
This was announced in these columns 
some weeks ago, of news however is 
that ‘“‘Andy”’ has received the Distin- 
guished Service Medal. It is stated 
that there are five Generals who are 
pilots, besides General Andrews, 
General George H. 
Brett, now supposedly in command 
of the Carribean, an ex-cavalryman, 
also General Doolittle, who the other 
two are we are not sure. 

Seen 0 


AWOL 


From Banbury Cross 

Editor’s note: We have done our 
best to decipher the name of the 
sender of this little item from the 
Times-Union of Albany. We can 
positively state he is a Major U. S. A., 
and sent the clipping from The Ten 
Kyck, Albany, N. Y. We are grateful 
to him. 


these must be 





Ever since Mrs. Ellsworth Ford 
started breeding horses on her Ban- 
bury Cross farm, Old Chatham, the 
animals, comprising two hunters, a 
two-year-old and a yearling, have 
been under the care of a Negro 
groom, Henry Cook. Consequently, 
when Henry went into the armed 
forces Friday, the bottom dropped out 
of their world at the same time. 


All day Saturday, the horses whin- 
neyed at intervals for Henry, but 
Henry could not hear them. He was 
somewhere getting his GI supplies 
and pretty busy learning the hang of 
a brand new kind of life in which 
horses have been pretty generally 
supplanted by internal combustion 
engines. 

Then Sunday at Banbury 
Cross and still no Henry. Somebody 
else turned the horses loose for their 
daily gambols. When Sunday night 
arrived, the animals were nowhere to 
be found. A wide search was insti- 
tuted. Never before had the horses 
wandered off the farm. But this was 
something new and different. They 
simply had to find Henry. 


came 


The hunt for the missing horses 
continued all Sunday night and there 
was considerable concern at Banbury 
Cross over the possible loss of some 
very valuable horseflesh. All hands 
breathed sighs of relief yesterday 
morning when the four forlorn ani- 
mals reappeared at the stables. All 
were disconsolate and hungry. They 
hadn’t been able to find Henry. 


Outbound Has Earned 
Himself A New Home 


BY BUD BURMESTER 

State Senator Jesse E. Martin, 
owner of Outbound the big Luke 
McLuke—In Bounds py Fair Play 
stallion, sire of Through Bound and 
numerous other winners, recently 
announced that he had purchased a 
tract of land, comprising 440 acres, 
well wooded and with ample grass 
and water, located close to Saginaw, 
which is adjacent North Fort Worth, 
and that just as soon as a suitable 
stallion barn and pasture can be con- 
structed, Outbound will be moved 
to his new home. Senator Martin in- 
tends to make his new farm a first 
class Thoroughbred nursery, and to 
this end will build barns and quar- 
ters for housing his own mares and 
others that will come for service to 
Outbound. 

Senator Martin has peen searching 
for a suitable location for Outbound 
and his brood mares ever since the 
Consolidated Company started mak- 
ing planes and bombers at the gigan- 
tic plant close to his White Settle- 
ment farm, and while Outbound has 
not apparently been bothered by the 
tremendous activity in and about the 
bomber plant, Senator Martin decid- 
ed it would be better to move the 
Thoroughbred stock to more suit- 
able quarters. 

The new location is one of the 
most ideally located places in Tar- 
rant County, and is accessible to all 
roads. Senator Martin will retain 
his home on White Settlement Road, 
but is planning to construct a dwell- 
ing place on the new farm. The 
place will be known as Broadmea- 
dows Stock Farm. 

k. B. Tucker, well known Texas 
horseman, who has been headquar- 
tering in California for several 
years, recently announced that he 
intended to stay permanently in 
Texas, and to this end, will make a 
connection with a prominent Texas 
stable. Tucker is now in San Anto- 
nio, visiting R. W. Morrison, owner 
of Whichone, famed _ stalliou, but 
will return to Fort Worth Sunday. 
Whether Tucker will hook up with 
Thoroughbreds or saddle horses, he 
will undoubtedly have his long whip 
and jovial smile. Remembered for 
both as he is. 

0 


Holiday Telephoning 


We all know after Pearl Harbor 
that the only regard the enemy has 
for our holidays is to violate them. 
War can’t wait—not even for Christ- 
mas holidays. Please don’t make 
long distance calls to the war-busy 
centers this Christmas unless they 
are vital, pleads your local manager 
of the Chesapeake and Potomac 
Telephone Company. 

Long distance telephone lines are 
carrying the heaviest burden in 
their history and in order to avert 
the possibility of causing delays on 
vital war calls that will be made 
during the holiday season, civilian 
users are urged to make no long 
distance calls ynless they are abso- 
lutely necessary. 

The calls of the government, the 
fighting forces and the war indus? 
tries are so crowding the long dis- 
tance lines that every day the equi- 
valent of a peace-time Christmas 
day volume of calls is being hand- 
led. Any additions to these heavy 
loads would so burden the lines as 
to endanger delaying calls vital to 
military operations. Consequently, 
your managers say, “please make 
your contribution to the war effort 
by not making long distance cails 





An Old Cavalryman’s 
Letter To His Son 


Boy, here is a little thing that I 
picked out and thought might be ap- 
plicable at this time, with so many 
of your companions graduating from 
O. C. S. Read it anyway, for the 
heart of a fighting man must be in 
everyone who graduates from school. 
If that graduate does not have the 
desire to go get the enemy, then 
Uncle Sam has been wasting his 
money. 

To be an officer of value, you must 
first of all be thoroughly grounded in 
your honorable profession, so that 
you may command men with the most 
efficiency for effective action and the 
least loss to your command. But, 
that mighty desire to go out and fight 
must be there, there is a mental tele- 
pathy that will be passed to the men 
of your command that will make of 


your unit a valuable weapon and of - 


you, a looked-up-to leader. You al- 
Ways were willing to scrap, from the 
days when you were a bit of a kid. 
Don’t let that spirit get out of your 
system with age. It is an attribute 
that is lacking in some, through 
breeding, in others from want of the 
proper educational development .... 
you never wanted for either, so keep 
wanting to spoil for taking your men 
out and seeing what they are made 
of, when you win your commission, 
if you are fortunate enough to make 
the OCS. 

One more thing, since I am in the 
lecturing mood:—it is not sufficient 
to wear golden bars on your should- 
ers which indicate you are an officer, 
these bars really indicate you have 
passed Army tests that make you 
capable of commanding men, having 
men under your command for whom 
you are responsible. It is a serious 
charge, the most serious any young 
man can have, no matter what, the 
lives of others, who are your wea- 
pons to win a fight with, therefore, 
become an efficient officer, not just 
an officer. Then, when you are com- 
missioned, don’t be content to just 
carry on, but look for new heights to 
climb in your road upward in the 
commissioned list of the United Stat- 
es Army. 

A Merry Christmas to you boy, 
make it merry, a real merry-making 
is good for you, do that as heartily 
as you take your duties. May you 
have many of them, uniformed in the 
Olive Drab of the army and wearing 
the cross sabres of which any en- 
listed man or officer may be proud. 
Here is the little paragraph I found: 

Every great leader in war has had 
his pet means of emphasizing to his 
men that they were no longer play- 
ing at war with maneuvres and close 
order drill. This was fitting prepara- 
tion, but when it comes to actual 
war, it is hoped that such training 
will have left an impression that will 
now be applied, there are no more 
“sham battles” as the Britisher terms 
it. We are at War, it is hoped that 
we know enough of our various dut- 
ies to be able to apply them to the 
needs of the emergency. Generals 
Freddie Funston, Pershing, March, 
Allen, Wright, Alexander, generals of 
the present war and others who were 
not generals have all been notable 
for their leadership ability. They 
have all expressed themselves in some 
individual way, but the essence of 
their themes was always the same— 
this is WAR. Ask the old enlisted 
man who dates his service back to 
engagements we know of but hazily, 
he will quote you that his particular 
Cc. O. was a “great guy’, “he used 
to make us”, “he used to tell us”. 
That man remembers his battle clasps 
in terms of his Commanding Officer. 
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Frances Zucco Wins 
Horsemanship Event 
In Flintridge Show 


The Flintridge Riding Club Open 
Horse Show was held on December 
5 and 6, with a schedule of twenty- 
eight classes, under the manage- 
ment of Miss Hilda McCormick. 
Many of the former exhibitors and 
officials were noticeably absent ow- 
ing to the war, however the affair 
proved to be another very success- 
fvl show, which this Club has staged 
for many years, and everything went 
off with its usual clockwise preci- 
sion. : 

Mr. Joe E. Blackwell judged all 
classes, and did a thorough job of it, 
Little Frances Zucco lived up to her 
reputation, as being one of Califor- 
nia’s best junior riders, and finish- 
ed up the show by winning the 
Championship Horsemanship Class 
in keep competition, while Marjorie 
Durant was another junior who al- 
ways proves “the one to beat’ in 
any class in which she competes. Mr. 
Donald Hostetter with his brown 
gelding Mahme, as usual dominated 
the jumper classes, a great combin- 
ation. The results are as follows. 

Novice hunters—1. Bon Norman, 
Grover King; 2. Nichevo, Keith 
Spalding; 3. Arcaria, Mrs. A. L. 
Casey; 4. Jackette, Frances Zucco. 


Childrens Hunters—1. Copper 
Lustre, Marjorie Durant; 2. Jack- 
ette, Frances Zucco; 3. Janie N., 


Harold Geohegan; 4. Buffalo Bill, 
Rosalind Johnson. 

Children Stock Horses—1. Buf- 
falo Bill, Rosalind Johnson; 2. 
Buckshot, Lynn Traveller; 3. Tame- 
rick, Mrs. R. Carney; 4. Yipee, Joan 
Pratt. 

Jumpers—Amateurs to  ride—1. 
Rex Qui Salit, Rudy Smithers; 2. 
Cimarron, Miss Dorothy Strohm; 3. 
Mahme, Donald Hostetter; 4. Cop- 
per Lustre, Marjorie Durant. 

Horsemanship open to 15 to 18 
years—1. Buffalo’ Bill, Margery 
Babcock; 2. Gypsy Girl, Heloise 
Bacon; 3. Rex, Virginia Richardson; 
4. Royal Lad, Gene Johnson. 

Jumpers over the Qutside Course 
—l1. Mahme, Donald Hostetter; 2. 
Air Mail, Harold Geohegan; 3. Rex 
Qui Salit, Rudy Smithers; 4. Lude- 
rock, Miss Peggie Candy. 

Lightweight Hunters—-1. lLude- 
rock, Miss Peggie Candy; 2. Nichevo, 
Keith Spalding; 3. Mahme, Donald 
Hostetter; 4. Pima Flash, Mrs. H. 
Wolstenholme. 

Middle and Heavy Weight Hunt- 
ers—1. Top Kick, Harold Geohegan; 
2. El Capitan, Mrs. H. C. Morton; 3. 
Ajax, Keith Spalding; 4. Domino, 
Carl Braun, 

Hunter Hacks—-1. Luderock, Miss 
Peggie Candy; 2. Copper’ Lustre, 
Marjorie Durant; 3. Jackette, Fran- 
ces Zucco; 4. Caranade, Letty Ann 


Loos. 
Childrens Jumpers—1. Copper 
Lustre, Marjorie Durant; 2. Jack- 


ette, Frances Zucco; 3. Buffalo Bill, 
Rosalind Johnson; 4. Ugly Duck- 
ling, Virginia Riehardson. 

Ladies Hunters—1. Luderock, 
Miss Peggie Candy; 2. Top Kick, 
Harold Geohegan; 3. Nichevo, Keith 
Spalding; 4. Mahme, Donald Host- 
etter. 

Childrens Trail Horses—1. Jack- 
ette, Frances Zucco; 2. Buckshot, 
Lynn Traveller; 3. Nero, Harry Nel- 


son; 4. Baldy, Flintridge Riding 
Club. 
Best Hunting Performance—1. 


Mahme, Doyld Hostetter; 2. Jack 
R., Harold Géotiegan; 3. Ajax, Keith 


Rube Williams Is 


Gentling Juveniles 


By BUD BURMESTER 

H. W. (Rube) Williams, who, with 
Cecil Smith, famed cowboy malleteer, 
scaled the heights of international 
polo in recent years, and who has 
been managing his well equipped 
stock farm here since the war started, 
sustained a broken arm in a mishap 
resulting from his ‘‘gentling’’ of a 
Thoroughbred juvenile. 


Williams, who suffered numerous 
spills and accidents during the years 
he was engaged in playing polo on 
United States teams, opined that play- 
ing polo was a “‘sissy pastime’? com- 
pared to breaking young horses. . He 
was kicked severely and hard by the 
youngster after he had dismounted 
and was doctoring the animal. 


Williams has a number of good 
brood mares, some belonging to out- 
side patrons, on his*stock farm here. 
He also has the former Whitney sires, 
Black Caesar and Boer War, which 
have been bred to the Thoroughbred 
mares and also a number of half and 
quarter bred mares. From the latter 
Williams selects future polo ponies, 
and many of his hand picked and 
hand raised polo motnts have com- 
manded fancy prices from Eastern 
buyers before the war. 


“All a man can do these days is 
raise ’em and try to have them ready 
for the big upswing in conditions 
that undoubtedly will follow the 
termination of the war’’, commented 
Williams, who formerly raced a small 
string of horses in addition to his 
polo playing. Most of his racing 
stock came from the Whitney family, 
as did the two stallions. 


a 





Great Britain Notes 


Continued from Page Fifteen 


to the old ways and days when folk 
stayed at home and hunted with 
their local packs. Few will have the 
means to take hunting boxes in the 
fashionable grass countries, hunt 
there, and come home to shoot fox- 
less coverts. No one yet can visualise 
what changes there will be in the 
modes and manners of the country 
house folk of Great Britain. Impov- 
erished they are certain to be, com- 
pelled to live on (and still more by) 
their estates they will also be. Many 
of us cannot see the tremendous 
scheme of land nationalisation com- 
ing in our time, most of us hope it 
will not come, for it would largely 
mean the end of al! rural tradition, 
sporting and otherwise. 





Spalding; 4. Nichevo, Keith Spald- 


ing. 

Hunter Stake—-1. Luderock, Miss 
Peggie Candy; 2. Mahme, Donald 
Hostetter; 3. El Capitan, Mrs. H. C. 
Morton; 4. Pima Flash, Mrs. H. 
Wolstenholme. 

Horsemanship 14 years and un- 
der—1. Nero, Peter Nelson; 2. Jack- 
ette, Frances Zucco; 3. Baldy, Nancy 


Bradford; 4. Copper Lustre, Maj- 
orie Durant. 

Jumper Stake—-1. Mahme, Don- 
ald Hostetter; 2. Rex Qui Salit, 
Rudy Smithers;3. Cimarron, Miss 


Dorothy Strohm; 4. Jack R., Harold 
Geohegan. 

Hunters—Amateur—l1. Mahme, 
Donald Hostetter; 2. May Day, Mrs. 


Grover King; 3. Luderock, Miss 
Peggie Candy; 4. Copper Lustfe, 
Marjorie Durant. 

Childrens Championshj Horse- 


manship—1l. Frantés Zutco. 


Riding At Goucher 


BY CELESTE W. HUTTON 

Goucher College has a great fol- 
lowing in the field of riding. For a 
good many years now, it has averag- 
ed sixty or seventy riders a term. 
Although the numbers remain the 
same, the various terms bring out 
different girls to this sport and so 
the picture is always changing. Due 
to the academic schedule it is im- 
possible for the girls to ride more 
than twice a week. Even with this 
handicap the three riding teachers 
are kept very busy teaching three 
groups daily. The teachers them- 
selves however, deplore the two day 
a week plan as they say it does not 


give the girls the practice which 
would benefit them so much. 
It is interesting to watch the 


classes as the teachers are not only 
called upon to instruct, but to an- 
swer questions from the interested 
and enthusiastic group. 


For the first time in its history 
Goucher college will have riding in 
its winter term this year. In the past 
this sport has been confined to the 
spring and fall only. The instructors 
don’t know how the girls will take 
to this change, but are hoping for a 
large group. 


The first aim of riding at Gouch- 
er is to create an interesting and 
pleasant sport for the girls. To do 
this, regular horsemanship classes 
are held, emphasizing the forward 
seat, in order to give all riders a 
start in the right direction. There 
are three groups of riders at Gouch- 
er, the beginners, the intermediates, 
and the advanced. Jumping instruc- 
tion is given to those in the high in- 
termediate and advanced group, and 
the girls in the latter class are given 
the privilege of hunting with the 
Wythemore hounds. Ring work is 
emphasized in the case of the be- 
ginners and the intermediates while 
the advanced group ride more fre- 
quently cross country. The Goucher 
instructors are very glad to report 
that they had sixteen beginners this 
year who are all doing well. 

The Riding Club (advanced) 


which is known as the ‘Bit and Spur’ 
is headed by Francis Roderick from 


Texas, and has as it’s members 
Emily Duke, New York; Caroline 
Leibensperger, New Jersey; Betty 


Glaimann, Kansas; Anna Jo Davis, 
Texas; Jane Wilson, Maryland; 
Theodora Stover, Washington; Car- 
lotta Herkness, Pennsylvania; Doro- 
thy Thurber, Texas; and Anne Gary, 
Maryland. Miss Herkness'_ has 
brought her own horse here to 
Maryland with her, he is an Irish 
hunter, and from what I hear has 
been quite a handful this year. The 
‘Bit and Spur’ reqirements for mem- 
bership are the ability to be a safe 
rider and the possession of enough 
experience and form to ride com- 
fortably cross country. 


Last year Goucher sent a Team of 
one, Emily Dyke, to the Greenwood 
Horseshow. It is easy to remember 
her beautiful performance and her 
well deserved Reserve Champion- 
ship.! She herseif felt happiest about 
her blue in the Good Hands Class. 


The Goucher girls ride at Henry A. 
Dentry’s Stables in the Dulaney Val- 
ley, outside of Towson, Maryland. 
Mr. Dentry keeps a fine stable, with 
horses of varying temperament in 
order that everyone is satisfied. They 
are taught by Miss Fline von Bor- 
ries, Miss Virginia Blunt, and Miss 
Ellen Duvall. Now that the Gouther 


Dogs For Defense 
Continued from Page Twelve 
guards and the “Wags” as a division 
of the remount department are now 
doing duty with the Army, the Navy 

and the Marines. 


Wisconsin has already sent forty 
three dogs for defense to Camp Rob- 
erts Remount Station where trainers 
are further teaching them the arts of 
war, 


Mrs. Stone was helped in this work 
by the Milwaukee Dog Training Club, 
especially by Paul Freitag, one of the 
most active club members and an 
excellent dog trainer. Mrs. Stone 
ind Mr. F¥feitag. have scoured the 
nearby area to Milwaukee searching 
for acceptable material and the show 
proved the excellent job they have 
done. Most of the dogs accepted 
been German Shepherds and 
Dobermanns. Mr. Freitag is also 
with a Labrador, Chesa- 
peake, Irish Setter, a Collie, and even 
a Schnauzer. 


have 


working 


Boxes for the ‘Dogs for Defense 
show were well filled with many 
prominent families from Milwaukee, 
tiver Hills and nearby Oconomowoc 
as well as by interested dog lovers 
from all walks of life. 

tier a aes 


’Chasing Sires 


Continued from Page One 








STROLLING ON. 5, *Strolling Player—Marki- 


luna, by Sir Martin. 

ATR MARSHAL, 4, *Challenger II Flying 
Field, by Campfire 

SILVER BIRCH 3 *Aethelstan II—*White 


Glade. by White Eagle. 

*FELT SLIPPER, 7, Felstead Carpet Slipper. 

TIOGA, 8, *Pot au Feu—Essie Bey, by *Ath- 
dara, or *Wigstone. 

*BOOJUM II, 5, Embargo—Allison, by Triumph, 
or Rol Herode 

*SUSSEX, 7, *Stefan the Great—Sunset Star, 
by Son-in-Law 

LONE GALLANT, 7 
Helen, by Cudgel 

*DINGWELL, 10, Karl—Saintly Greta, by St. 
Gris 

*FATAL INTERVIEW, 8, Double Bed -Fiancee, 
by Bachelor’s Double 

*GULLIVER II, 6, Xandover—Galleon, by *Sir 
Gallahad III 

OSSABAW, 8, *Grandace—*Eileen W., by 
Knight of the Garter 

WALKAWAY, 7, Purchase—Sparkle Star, by 
Star Spangled 

ENTERPRISE, 7, *Queen’s Guild—*Little Star, 
by Trespasser 

ALCADALE, 4, *Alcazar—Rockdale, by Trap 
Rock 


*AFRICAN BOY. 6, Spion Kop—L’Enfant Ter- 


Gallant Fox—Emma 


rible, by Le Prodige 

DANNY DEEVER, 6, *Dan IV—Arcadia, by 
Gnome 

SPEED DEMON, 8, Zacaweista—Zonnetta, by 


*Vulcain 

CHUCKATUCK. 6, The Nut—Laughing Laura, 
by Infinite 

PARMA, 7, Messenger—Silver Lustre, by *The 
Satrap 

*BURMA ROAD, 3 
by Silver Image 

O'KELLY, 4, Jacopo—Palma, by Gallant Fox. 
(destroyed) 

*CASTLETOWN, 9, Sonning—Cloran, by Hain- 
ault. (destroyed) 

BARIS, *Blenheim II—Miss Kilrane, by Olam- 
bala 

SEAFIGHT, 4, Annapolis—Kentmere Girl, by 
*Teddy 

‘EPINDEL 9, 
Badajoz 

TOP MILK, 3, Milkman—Peake, by *Sir Galla- 
had TIT 

*GLEN-NA-MONA, 7, Teamster—Kate Malone, 
by Bitter Cherry 

DONA'S PAL, 5, *Donacona—Light Cat, by 
*Light Brigade 

MERCHANTMAN, 4, Mate—Scuttle, by Whisk- 


Link Boy—Saucy Silver, 


Almadel—Blanche Epine, by 


away. 
WOOD KING. 8, Woodcraft—Pepper Queen, by 
*Queen's Guild 
ADMIRALTY Man o’War—Dream On, by 
Rochester 


BAVARIAN, 4, *Blenheim Ii—Chatter Anne, 
by Chatterton 
EQUIRITA, 4, Equipoise—St. Rita, by The 
Finn 
ROUGE DRAGON, 4, Annapolis—*Pimento II, 
Pommern 
6. Black Toney—*Brunoro, by *Teddy. 
Milkman—Lady Reigh, by 


MASSA 

RAYLYWN 3 
Reigh Count 

JACKET, 4, *Blenheim II—*Little Muff, by 
Sardanapale. 

*FAY COTTAGE, 7 ,Cottage—Nalad, by Gay 
Crusader 

FOREST RANGER, 6, 
wood, by Chatterton. 

GREENWICH TIME, 7, Meridian—Fast Service, 
by The Porter 

SIR BLUESTEEL, 6, 
Star, by Sir Martin. 

*RUSTIC ROMANCE, 8, 
cotte. 

*KELLSBORO, 9, Jackdaw or Rheims—Kells- 
boro Lass, by Oppressor 

WINGED HOOFS, 5, *Gino—Sun Dancer, by 
*Sun Briar 


Rockminster—Chatter- 


*Sir Greysteel—Peeping 


Cottage—Lady Mas- 





Dormitory is out there in the vici- 
nity, it is a sure thing that the rid- 
ing will grow to larger and more 
impressive propcertions. 
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Night Foxhunting In The Clouds 





By BERT DOLAN 





Now that the wintry winds are be- 
ginning to howl and we're all spend- 
ing more time sitting in front of the 
fire, cracking nuts, and telling yarns, 
this might be the time for me to tell 
you all fox hunting in 
the Carolinas, especially the last time 
when I had a ringside seat on top of 
a mountain. 


about night 


You see every year for the past 
five years, I’ve gone down to the 
Carolinas in the Spring for our an- 


nual vacation. The main reason, of 
course, is to get some of the warm 
sunshine and the balmy air after a 
hard winter up north. Then, of 
course, I manage to get in a bit of 
drag hunting and a turn or two at 


fox hunting with the Tryon Hounds 
at Tryon, North Carolina. But the 
real thrill, after my first taste of the 
sport, is the opportunity to go night 
fox hunting with the natives. 

And last the opportunity 
came quite unexpectedly. I was out 
on Wednesday with the Tryon Hounds 
and during a check I casually asked 
Arthur Reynolds, the huntsman, if 
he was doing any night fox hunting. 
He replied just as casually that he 
was and invited me to go along with 
him and Nanney on a night fox hunt 
the next evening. I was stopping at 
the Inn and Arthur said that if he 
didn’t phone me by 8 P. M. on Thurs- 


spring 


day, they’d be going and I was to 
drive down the road to the filling 


station at the foot of Bird Mountain 
on the Tryon-Spartansburg highway 
and meet them there at 8:30. 

started to 
gentle 


Thursday morning it 
rain. Not hard, 
rain that was just what the peach or- 
chards down in the nearby Piedmont 
needed to make the buds pop open 
and fill the world with that delicious 
“There'll be no night fox- 
hunting tonight,’ said my good little 
wife as we left our cottage to go up 
to the main lodge for breakfast, and I 
"lowed as how she was right. All day 
the rain kept up and the prospects 
looked pretty bad when dinnertime 
rolled around at 6 P. M. I honestly 
didn’t think the boys would go out in 
such but I kept my own 
counsel and waited to hear from Ar- 
thur. So came 7:30 and 
still no word from Arthur I knew that 
rain couldn’t stop those ardent hunt- 
ers and I hiked on down to the cot- 
tage to get into my old clothes. 


just a nice 


perfume. 


weather 


when it 


I rummaged around for the oldest 
things we’d brought with us and 
found some old breeches, a well worn 
pair of riding boots and over these 
I pulled on a pair of rubbers. Then 
a turtle neck sweater, a riding coat, 
and old checked cap, a well worn 
trench and a sturdy pair of 
gloves. I was ready for any weather. 

At 8 o’clock, still not having heard 
from Arthur, I took my flashlight and 
stumbled out into the rain and down 
the gravel path side of the Inn to get 
my car. I’m sure my wife and most 
of the guests of the place thought I 
was a little crazy and I was half in- 
clined to agree with them. But be- 
ing the kind of a gent who keeps 
his appointments, J carried on. As I 
shoved off. I still couldn't believe 
that folks would fox hunt on a night 
like that. but I kept on rolling to the 


rendezvous 


coat 


I got to the filling station about 
8:15, parked my car out of the way 
alongside with the per- 
mission of the attendant and went in- 
It was raining too hard 
to wait outside. The attendant ask- 
ed me what I was doing and when I 
told him he didn’t even seem surpris- 


the station 


side to wait 


ed. He said he thought the boys 
would be along any minute. And I 
wasn’t kept long in suspense for soon 
an old Ford kennel wagon rolled up 
with Arthur and Nanney aboard. In 
they came and after much handshak- 
ing with Nanney, with whom I’ve 
done a bit of night fox hunting now 
for five years, we got ready to start. 
We all bought a big bottle of pop at 
the station and borrowed an opener 
which the boys promised to leave on 
the door sill upon their return. This 
I found out was to take the place of 
water or other liquids when we got 
thirsty later on. Nobody mentioned 
the rain, so we just went out and the 
three of us stuffed ourselves into the 
front seat and with a kick of the 
starter we were off. 

In the back of the kennel wagon 
sturdy fox hounds. 
Eleven of Arthur’s and six of Nan- 
ney’s. Nanney, by the way, is quite 
an officionado of the night sport in 
those parts and owns a fine string of 
hounds in his own right and he can 
talk for hours on end about the strain 
of them and their fine points. 

As we started off. however, all 
conversation was lost as the hounds 
set up an awful racket, howling and 
toweling and fighting back there. 
But Nanney quickly solved this con- 
tingency by reaching out and batting 
the side of the car and shouting, 
“shut up Prowler” and “quiet Mis- 
chief’. Soon we were rolling down 
the pike at a good clip and the din 
quieted down. And then we turned 
off of the paved highway and on up 
the Clark Mountain road. What a 
Let me say right here that the 
thrill of jolting up a mountain road 
that isn’t paved in an old Ford with 
the rain streaming down and one of 
those native sons back of the wheel 
is just about the “‘tops’’. Bob sled- 
ding on the Mt. Hoven run, ski jump- 
ing at Sun Valley, leaping fences 
aboard Judge Glory over on the big 
drag are all thrilling, but riding in 
that old kennel wagon up that moun- 
tain road is not to be minimized. 
That old road was hardly ever used 
and that night it was running with 
slick, slimy red mud, it was full of 
ruts and chuck holes, and, although 
I couldn’t see very clearly I knew 
that one side of that road was the 
jumping off place to eternity and 
that one mistake by Arthur and we'd 
all be on our way to greet Saint 
Peter. 

As we gained altitude, however, 
and neared the crest of Clark’s Moun- 
tain, the rain seemed to subside and 
only a heavy mist hung in the cool 
evening air. The truth is, of course, 
we were up in the clouds. Fox hunt- 
ing in the clouds at night—what a 
thrill that was—it still makes me 
tingle all over just to think of it now, 
months later. Arthur finally stopped, 
shut off the motor, switched off the 
lights and then he and Nanney bustl- 
ed to the back of the kennel wagon 
to pull the pins on the tail gate and 
release the hounds. 

You should have seen those hounds 
pour out of that wagon with Arthur 
and Nanney gentling them down, 
calling them by name, patting them 
as they jumped. Maybe you’ve heard 
lovers in the park but until you’ve 
heard a good hound man talking to 
his dogs, you haven’t heard real 
adoration 

Arthur wasted little time in for- 
malities, however, and jumped up the 
bank to an old piece of corn land and 
with his long, eurled cow horn to 
lips, took the hounds with him. Then 


were seventeen 


road. 


with a few hoic-crys he sent them 
flying away into the night. Some 
packed and others just scurried off 
into the night to hunt alone, but all 
with just one purpose of heart; to 
route Dan Russell from his sylvan 
retreat and run him down and break 
him up. 

We could hear an occasional cry 
out there in the darkness as some 
hound scared up “old puss” in her 
form and sent her scurrying way. 
But for the most part the pack ran 
silent, hunting out their great enemy, 
and soon only the drip of the dew in 
the nearby trees and the occasional 
twitter of some bird broke the soli- 
tude. It was glorious. The keen 
damp smell of clean mountain air 
with its perfume of pine, the misty 
night to add enchantment, and far 
off the lights of Landrum and Greer 
to add mystery. It was Heaven. Gone 
were the wars, the worries, the woes 
of everyday existence. Nothing, no 
earthly thing could touch us now. 
This was the enchanted kingdom. We 
were the Kings of Clark’s Mountain 
that night. Our thrones were stumps 
and down we sat and lit our pipes 
and looked below as only Kings can 
do. 


As my eyes became more accus- 
tomed to the night, I could discern 
the red strip of road winding down 
like a dirty ribbon below, the brown 
earth of the old cornfield, the grey 
of the sky, the dark patches of woods 
nearby We sat there for a long 
time just smoking and talking. We 
talked about the South, the country- 
side, the gossip about the rich Yan- 
kees who lived in those parts. I told 
them about the North country, the 
snow and the below zero weather. 
Frankly I like to sit and talk to those 
Carolinians. They talked low, hard- 


ly opening their mouths at times. 


Their conversation was filled with the 
local idioms and quaint expressions 
of the Southern mountain people. At 
first I always have a hard time un- 
derstanding them but one soon learns 
and I suppose as time went on. I 
tried to talk like them. For an hour 
or more we just sat there and talked. 
All was quiet, except for the occas- 
ional eerie whistle of the ‘‘Southern”’ 
far away. Nothing happened. 

And then a hound spoke. We all 
heard her. The sound came softly to 
us in the quiet of the night, far off 
and wrapped in velvet. ‘‘That’s 
Saluda,” said Nanney rising swiftly 
and putting a hand to his ear. He 
walked quickly to the edge of the 
field. Arthur and I were soon beside 
him. This was the music we had 
come to hear. And soon this doubt- 
ful note is followed by another and 
another. The chorus swells. The 
hounds are packing. How musical 
their tongues. They have caught the 
true scent of Mr. Fox and how they 
run him. Dan Russell is up and now 
must find a place to hide or with his 
tricks and cunning elude his pur- 
suers. But Reynard is game, this is 
his sport, too, so he elects to run and 
so the chase is on. 

“There’s Vengeance in’’, says Ar- 
thur. Nanney hears Thruster and 
old Baldy, then Beauty speaks and 
Dreadnaught. Now Prowler and fin- 
ally good old Mischief. As each 
hound speaks they call his name to 
themselves. They know the cry of 
every hound and as the tumult grows, 
both Arthur and Nanney seem to 
grow in stature in the misty night. 
These men know _ the countryside 
well, they know its every copse, its 
every rill. When the first hound 
spoke they knew just where she was, 
which way she ran, and as the pack 

Continued on Page Nineteen 














BROOKMEADE FARM STALLIONS 


(Property of Mrs. Isabel Dodge Sloane) 


1943 Season 
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Reine de Neige___..___.__.|Roi Herode 
Snowflight 
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Night Foxhunting 


Continued From Page Eighteen 


swelled they call off the names of the 
hounds that are “in’’ with uncanny 
accuracy. In their brains a great map 
unrolls with every mountain and 
every woods and every stream in 
place. And on it they spot the fox 
and the hounds and every movement 
is just as clear to them as if they 
were there following the pack in 
broad daylight. 

Soon the mountains echo with the 
music, the forests thunder with their 
crys. And if you’ve never heard this 
great symphony, you’ve missed the 
greatest concert of the hills. On, on 
they go. Sometimes the music swells, 
sometimes it fades and as the hounds 
go round a nearby mountain, it drops 
away to nothing. When this happen- 
ed we made a dash for higher ground. 
This is the music we have come to 
hear and if there are better seats, we 
will have them. So on up we go to 
the very crest, a little copse. Arthur 
finds himself a rotten log and turns 
it over on the dry side for his seat. 
Nanney finds himself a stump. I 
leaned against a tree. Finally I, too, 
found myself a log. We settled down 
and they explained the topography of 
the countryside to me in one easy 
lesson. But this does not go on for 
long, for soon back over the top of 
yonder mountain they come. The fox 
is sweating now and the scent is keen 
and back of him roars the pack in 
full cry. 

This goes on for hours. It was a 
rare scenting night and the mist and 
the lack of wind are aiding the 
hounds in carrying the line. Arthur 
and Nanney take turns in telling me 
where they are, how the hounds are 
gaining. They follow the chase on 
their ‘‘maps’’ at every turn. Their 
ears are doing for them what their 
eyes cannot see. 

Once when the hounds came near 
we sat as still as statues. And soon 
we heard a rustling in the leaves to 
the right, a scant twenty feet away. 
Yet no one spoke. And then a mom- 
ent later the pack broke through us. 
Towelling and howling along they 
went, scoring to cry, all in full flight. 
When they were gone Arthur said to 
me, ‘‘that was old Dan Russell him- 
self who rustled through those leaves 
over there a minute ago.”’ I said that 
I had heard it too and thought it was 
the fox. My heart was pounding like 
a trip hammer and my voice shook as 
I spoke. What a thrill that was. 
Never before had a fox ever come that 
close to me in my night fox hunting 
experience. 

They told me that a fox has favor- 
ite runs and that probably would pass 
that way again. And sure enough, 
about an hour or so later, we heard 
the rustling again and this time as 
the pack crashed by they seemed 
much nearer to old Dan than before. 
The fox was sinking, would they pull 
him down? 

But don’t feel sorry for old Dan. 
He loves the chase. Nature has put 
him into this world to be the enemy 
of fox hounds. And Nature has made 
the hounds to run him.. And as he 
slips along and doubles back he is 
not afraid of life. This is sport. 
Ah yes, he loves a chicken here and 
there, he loves to sleep on sunny hill- 
sides. But run the hounds and out- 


wit them? That is his life. With 
Dan it is a deadly game. But this 
night he overplayed his hand. Old 


Dreadnaught finally got in close and 
pulled him down and how the pack 
swept in to finish him. We heard 
them get him a few minutes later 
down the mountain. The noise was 
terrific. They ail pitched their pipes 
to the shrillest howls they owned. 
“Tear him and eat bim,” yelled Ar- 


Wartime Hunt 


Continued from Page Three 





English winter, makes up for it. 
There are great patches of brown 
these days, for there is much more 
fallow land than ever before, and 
the whole countryside which lay 
spread out before us as we topped 
Waterston Ridge, looked like a 
checker-board laid out in green and 
brown. There were only a few peo- 
ple at the meet, but presently we 
heard the sound of horses’ feet on 
the Puddletown road and then Will’s 
scarlet coat was visible through the 
trees as he came on alone with 14 
1-2 couples of the South Dorset bit- 
ches clustering close about his 
horse. He put his pony in a neigh- 
bouring farm, mounted his hunter 
and looked inquiringly at me. I 
glanced at my watch and as the time 
for the meet had come, I nodded, 
and we moved away; for even in 
these war-time days we try to live 
up to the time-honoured habit of 
punctuality. 

About half a mile up a_ green 
lane which branched off from the 
main road Will put his hounds into 
a field of roots, but before they 
could begin to draw a young itch 
spoke in a thicket near me, and a 
few seconds later, out jumped a 
very dirty cub—I suppose he had 
been lying in the muddy root-field— 
which crossed the lane and turning 
sharp left ran up the meadow be- 
yond. Hounds came to my holloa, 
tumbling over the low hedge and 
swinging in a lovely cast in the field 
beyond. They seemed to hit the line 
all at once, for there was a great 
burst of music from the pack and 





thur and Nanney Who-hooped with 
joy. 

And after they had their well-earn- 
ed feast and quiet once again settles 
over the mountain, Arthur unslings 
his horn. He tootles on it loud and 
long. And soon they comein. They 
straggle as they come, foot-sore and 
weary and some of their sterns are 
worn clean to the bone where they 
have wagged them against the bushes 
in their flight. Arthur and Nanney 
check them off for injuries and we 
all start back to the kennel wagon on 
the road. The hounds are ready to 
be taken home. Gently and happily 
Arthur and Nanney boost them up 
until all are loaded into the old Ford. 

Dawn is just breaking and over in 
the East the sky is lightening up. 
“‘Gosh’’, said Nanney, “‘that was about 
the best run we’ve ever had and now 
we'd better be getting back home.” 
We got into the Ford. Arthur turned 
it around on a little wide patch in 
the road and soon we were sailing 
down the mountain, tired and happy. 

On the way down, Nanney gave me 
the creed of the night fox hunter. 
Said he, ‘‘a lot of fellows in this 
world probably think we’re crazy to 
go night fox hunting on a night like 
this, but it is the finest sport I know. 
And yet those same fellows will buy 
themselves a fine reel and pole, dig 
some bait, go find themselves a lake, 
hire a boat, then row and row until 
their arms ache, end then they’ll sit 
out all day in the sun and fish and 
never catch a thing. We may be 
crazy but give me the night fox hunt- 
ing. At least a man is cool and com- 
fortable and if it gets cold you can 
build yourself a nice fire.” 

And I agree with Nanney. I'll take 
night fox hunting as my sport. And 
when the war is over and if I’m still 
around, I’m going ba¢k to the Caro- 
lina hills to do a lot of night fox 
hunting. And I hope that Arthur and 
Nanney will still be there to go with 
me. “Yes Sir by God.” 


they raced up the valley toward 
Dole’s Wond at a great pace, only to 
mark their fox in an open main earth 
a mile beyond. That began our day’s 
sport, which went on intermittently 
for the next two hours, the field be- 
ing augmented by the advent of 
Captain Wellesley-Wesley and also 
by Mr. Debenham and his daughter. 
All three Masters in the field for 
the first time this year—it cartain- 
ly augured an exceptiona! day! And 
we got it. 


We had found at least two brace 
and a half to ground; and apparent- 
ly lost the other one in some gorses 
on the Hogleaze outside Doles Plan- 
tation. He had given us a good gal- 
lop and had nearly been killed by 
hounds in a field of mustard ten 
minutes before; but he had beaten 
the pack by slipping through a nar- 
row smeuse in a hedge. Our half fit 
horses were tired and I was frankly 
rather relieved when hounds failed 
to find at the end of Will's cast on 
the pasture, “I think we had better 
call it a day, Mike,” I said to Well- 
esley-Wesley, ‘“‘horses seem to me 
to have had enough.” He looked at 
his watch and nodded. “Right’’, he 
said. I signalled to Will, who biew 
for his hounds and [ could hear 
“Miss Anne” rating them out of 
covert to him. Most of them were 
out and Will was just starting to 
move towards home when a hound 
spoke from inside the gorse, followed 
an instant later by Anne’s holloa. 
Hounds needed no cheering; they 
were away like a flash, and by the 
time we had gotten around that 
patch of gorse, they were away be- 
hind their fox, running hard _ for 
Doles Ash Farm. Just short of the 
road which runs by Lyscombe the 
pack swung back left-handed; run- 
ning hard over the fields to Doles 
Plantation, heading for the main 
earth where we had put three other 
foxes to ground. Wellesley-Wes!ey 
went to the left of the Plantation; 
“Miss Anne” to the right; and by 
this manoeuvre “Mr. Charles’, 
headed from his earth, had to make 
a point and chose to set his mask 
across the meadows towards Bourne 
Hill. Anne viewed him here and told 
me afterwards that he seemed to be 
full of running—he certainiy car- 
ried an excellent scent, for hounds 
drove on up the hillside, heading for 
Dewlish, at a pace that told on our 
tired horses. ‘‘My horse is all in,” 
she said to me as T galloped nast. “I 
don’t know whether I can get him 
over this next fence or not.” Will 
was riding Mrs. Stansfeld’s Piper— 
that same gallant little piebald who 
had carried her so brilliantly in the 
great run with the Cattistock of 
four years hefore,— and he crossed 
that fence safely, as he had crossed 
many another. J came next then 
Wellesle-Wesley: and then our 
Whipper-in. Remembering that she 
said that he was “all in’, I turned 
around to see if there was a smash; 
but the Thoroughbred blood in her 
horse’s veins stood him in good 
stead, for he not only negotiated the 
fence safely, but galloped by me a 
minute later and was soon close be- 
hind the Huntsman. 


In this order we ran on for two 
or three miles, hounds running across 
the open between Hill’s Copse and 
Well Close covert, and then skirting 
Druce Home Fweleaze, they crossed 
the Chebbard road, and leaving 
Bardolf on their left, ran down to 
Stafford Farm into Lower Puddle- 
town village, where they checked. 
Will cast all around hut failed to 
recover the line and it looked as if 
our fox had taken refuge in one of 
the outbulldings near the big farm- 


house. The Field—or what was left 
of it—began to come up; Miss Deb- 
enham; Mr. Whitehead, and one or 
two others; it looked as if the hunt 
was over; when suddenly I noticed 
an old bitch feathering on a line 
which led into an open barn door. 
She didn’t speak but she was very 
interested and I called Will’s atten- 
tion to her. He slipped off his horse 
and went into the barn on foot, but 
came out a minute later with a 
somewhat crestfallen expression. ‘I 
think he’s heen in there,” he said, 
“but he’s not there now; he must 
have gone on.” Mounting again, he 
cast his hounds around the barn, 
and sure enough, in the field beyond, 
they hit off the line again and set- 
tling down, ran across the London 
road and up the meadows past Ilsing- 
ton House. We followed as best we 
could, but our horses were very tired 
and Lismore, the chestnut which 
had carried ‘‘Miss Anne” so well. had 
lost both his front shces and was 
going very tender in front. “Betier 
stop them,” { said to my Joint Mas- 
ter. “That’s easier said than don2,” 
he said, “but w’ll try.” Will blew 
his horn; “Miss anne” did her best 
as hounds came to the Bournemouth 
road, but it was no use, and they 
drove on, heading for Athelhampton 
Wood, a mile beyond. Luckily there 
was a long bit of fallow ground 
half a mile further on and here Will 
managed to stop them when they 
were checked on the fallows and 
bring them back—all 14 t-2 couples 
—to where we sat our tired horses 
waiting for them. 

IT looked at my watch and found 
that we had been running an hour 
and twenty minutes, and as hounds 
were at that time far closer to thei? 
kennels than they were to the meet 
—it was about a six-mile point—T 
gave Will my horse; got on ‘Miss 
she rode 
Piper back to Stinsford stables. In 


pre-War days we should have called 


Anne’s” myself, while 


it a very good hunt; under existing, 
conditions it was a real “‘snorter” 
and one we shall talk about for the 


rest of the season. 





REST AND RELAX AT 


The Homestead Spa 
Virginia Hot Springs 


Far too many executives, under 
terrific pressure ever since Pearl Har- 
bor, are far too close to the break- 
down neither they nor their country 
can afford, 

The rest and relaxation they must 
have await them at The Homestead, 
America’s famous Spa at Virginia 
Hot Springs. Our natural mineral 
baths and other health aids, the wine- 
like mountain air, and the quiet pat- 
tern of life in the peaceful Alle- 
ghanies are magic tonics for taut 
Berves and exhausted energies. 

Our booklet, “The Homestead Spa,” 
and our special winter rates sent upon 
request. 





Taz Homestzap, a 650-r00m hotel on 

its own mountain estate in the Virginia 

Alleghanies, is just overnight from you 

@a the Chesapeake & Ohio Lines. Ad- 

dress inquiries to Taz Homesteav, Hot 
Springs, Virginia. 
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George M. Hendrie 
There are probably many horse- 
men of our readers who knew George 
M. Hendrie. His passing away need 
not be a surprise, as at his advanced 
age he had not been too strong of 
late. His brief illness came at the 
time he was on his way to Florida, 
where he had a winter home at 
Naples. Of late years he had been 
reducing his holdings of Thorough- 
breds. All the Hendries, or most of 
them, were horsemen, interested in 
racing, hunting and breeding Thor- 
oughbreds, George Hendrie made his 
headquarters at Hamilton, Ontario, 

at Green Pines Farm. 


The Jockey Club 

Mrs. Charles Z%. Case, president of 
the Genesee Valley Breeders Asso- 
ciation is spending the winter in New 
York with her children, while Major 
Case is serving with the U. S. Army 
in England. Three of the children 
are hunting with the Monmouth 
County Hunt, Red Bank, N. J., and 
riding the same hunters they 
when out with the Genesee 


are 
used 








Better Address Wanted 

Will Lieut. J. Gordon Doug- 
las, U. S. N. R. send in correct- 
ed address? We have 4589 
Ortego Boulevard, New York, 
New York. The post office of- 
ficial’s return card says, ‘‘no 
such street.” 

Also would like to have cor- 
rect address for Miss Virginia 
Jennings. We have her address 
as Main Street, Port Washing- 
ton, New York. 


NEW SUBSCRIBERS 

We welcome the following 

as new subscribers for the week 

of December 21st. 

Captain and Mrs. John H. W. 
Ingersoll, Pennsylvania 

Frank J. Flynn, Massachusetts 

Miss Emily Vanderbilt, 
Massachusetts 

L. D. Feuchtenberger, 
West Virginia 

J. Thompson Benchoff, 
Pennsylvania 

Woody Woodworth, Maryland 

Miss Jacquelin Stephens 
Michigan 

Pvt. Robert V. Clark, Oklahoma 

Roy J. Miller, Nebraska 

Mrs. Jean B. Lathrop, 
Wyoming 

John F. McKeon, New York 

William H. Price, Virginia 

Captain Sidney L. Loveless, 
Kansas 

Robert Miller, Delaware 

Pvt. Eugene W, Widdoes, 
California 

Leon T. Greenaway, New Jersey 

H. D. Shipley, Maryland 

Pvt. Louie P. Ritondale, 
Oregon 

Joseph Jenkins, New York 

Robert A. Fagan, New York 

Mrs. Nathaniel Hamlen, 
Massachusetts 

Ernest Abyott, Massachusetts 

Michael Rea, New York 

Matt Holden, Maryland 

Owen D. MeGill, Wyoming 

Blue Cloud Beagles, New Jersey 

Miss Charlotte Brady, 
Pennsylvania 

Raymond G. Kennedy 
New York 

Pvt. Louis Neilson, Jr., 

Lieut. Verser Todd, 
Massachusetts 

Mr. end Mrs. J. F 
California 

William H. Geary, Jr., 
Pennsylvania 


Texas 


Plumer, 











Valley Hunt. Two Genesee Valley 
bred hunters Kooftree and Hearth- 
stone by Lock Foyle out of Home 
Life by Uncle George of the famous 
Hackler strain of jumpers are rid- 
den by William and Peggy, and they 
occasionally go out on Big Bones, 
the Irish half-hred hunter, which 
Henry V. Colt had imported after he 
did so well at the Dublin Horse Show 
in the heavyweight hunter, and half- 
bred hunter events. A very useful 
western pony named Queen carries 
Pansy whenever she can get away 
from school, aud this amazing little 
pony keeps up with all the big hunt- 
ers in the Monmouth country just 
as well as he did over the big fences 
of the Genesee Valley. 


Mrs. G. Kenneth O’Hara Passes On 

We sincerely regret to announce 
the death of Mrs, Kenneth O’Hara 
at Columbia, Missouri. Mrs. O’Hara 
was known through that country as 
an ardent horsewoman, who gentled 
her own young horses from the 
ground up. The former Lillian Ste- 
venson, daughter of Mr. and Mrs. 
Sam Stevenson of Columbia, Mo., is 
survived by her husband, her son, R. 
Sam Mead of Washington, D. C., and 
her parents. Mr. O’Hara writes: — 
“She was an ardent admirer of the 
style of The Chronicle and for many 
years awaited its arrival each week 
with interest’’—‘“I would appreciate 
your making mention of her passing, 
as many of our friends in the Armed 
Forces will have no other way of 
knowing.” The home is Manor Bright 
Farm, Morristown, N. J. We offer 
his family our verysincerest sym- 
pathy in their bereavement. 


Wintering At Columbia, S. 0. 

There are several stables winter- 
ing at the track cutside of the state 
capitol, among them are Max Hirsch, 
W. T. Douglas, L. J. Lepper of Det- 
roit and T. D. McDaniels. There is 
seldom a day that horses cannot get 
out on the track and they do mighty 
well at this stand, so report trainers. 


The Royal Stables Of England 

His Majesty the King of England 
has just completed the most success- 
ful season of racing for the Royal 
stable, since the days of the sporting 
Edward the VII. One thing that is 
pleasing about it is, there is not 
another stable in the British Isles 
that racegoers in England would 
sooner see win. The National Stud 
was presented to the people of Bri- 
tain during the first Great War, it 
belongs to the nation and is not to 
be confounded with the stable of His 
Majesty. In fact this year, Mis Maf- 
esty leased 3 winners from the Nat- 
ional Stud, they were Sun Chariot. 
Big Game and Sunblind, the first 2 
have been retired to stud. Racing is 
like everything else, a reflection of 
its head. The King races, England 
races—they not only race, but they 
like top horses so does the King, 
their prices are proof thereof. 


Horse Show Luncheon 
The annual luncheon meeting of 
the American Horse Shows Associa- 
tion, Ine., will be held in the Jade 
Room of the Waldorf Astoria Hotel 
on Friday, January 8, 1943 at 1:00 
p. m 


Mexico Resumes Racing 
The new Hipodromo de las Amer- 
icas, under the auspices of the Jock- 
ey Club de la Ciudad de Mexico will 
bring Thoroughbred racing back to 
Mexico City after more than 25 
vears. The meeting will open March 
6, 1943 and will continue for 42 or 
more days. Seven important stakes 
hed the events with 12 overnight 
features on the ecard. The meeting 
will he under the direction of the 
formed Jockey Club Mexicano 
whose rules have heen patterned 
after those of the various racing 

commissions in this country. 


newly 


Going To Kentucky 

The following mares of William 
du Pont’s are going to Kentucky as 
soon as arrangements can be made 
for their transnortation:—— Roseret- 
ter by Imn. Teddy—Garden Rose, by 
Colin, Golden Manda by Man o’War 
—Golden Fair, by Imp. Wrack, Rose 
Gardland by Imp. Gino—Garden 


Letters To Editor 


Continued from Page Ten 


menced in Cairo and that in Nigeria 
they will have a regular meeting. 


I am sending this letter along to 
the U. S. with a fine fellow ,Dr.—of 
the Pan American Co. He has done 
astounding work, in conjunction 
with his superior Dr. Craigensall, 
in the control of malaria. Reducing 
the cases from 2 out of 3 to 1-26 of 
1 percent. They do it very simply, 
through the yse of proper drainage, 
good screens, fly sprays and repel- 
and mosquito nets to. sleep 
under at night. They have double 
entry doors on all buildings and use 
a very fine copper wire mesh screen. 
The orderlies are given. strict in- 
structions on the care of barracks 
and mess halls and there is regular 
check on their work. 


lants 


This is all for the time beinz and 
happy Xmas to you all and best of 
all to you in happy Hunting. I shall 
not be to hear from you for 
weeks, in that I shall not be 
arriving at my destination for an- 
other fortnight and then it wili take 
time for your inail to come through. 


able 


some 


Good luck to the dear old Chron- 
icle, 
1st 
Miami Postmaster A. P. O. 
Miami, Florida. 
November 30, 


Lieut, Gerald B. Webb. Jr. 
885 


To The Editor. 
We have just 
my 


received word that 
Melville Bearns, 
known in this section 
has graduated Officer’s School 
at Fort Riley. They own a farm here 
in Warrenton and are on their way 
home for Xmas Mel, is 
well known in hoth hunting and rac- 
ing circles. 


brother-in-law, 
who is well 


from 


his leave, 


letter from Lieut. 
somewhere in the 
Pacifie, saying he had enjoyed The 
Chronicle with pictures and news of 
the Warrenton Horse Show. Frances 
is one of our directors and a hard 
worker in the show. He is a Lieuten- 
ant in the Navy and for some years 
has hegn our ring master. I tnought 
you would be interested in these two 
things. I forgot to say that Me} 
Bearns enlisted in the Cavalry and 
has been at Riley since last spring. 
Hoping all goes well with you and 
wishing you a happy Xmas. 
Sincerely, Peggy Keith Hamiiton. 


I also had a 


Frances Green 


To The Editor. 

We would like to say a prayerful 
“Amen” to Mr. Laing’s article on 
horsemanship and the use of the 
standing martingale. We have al- 
ways used standing martingales on 
our hunters and show horses for 
which we have been severely critici- 
zed. However the results have been 
most gratifying and with a greater 
degree of comfort to the horse, you 
understand both to appre- 
Betty and Peggy Mills. 


have to 
them. 
Berwyn, Pa. 


ciate 





Rose and Star Galla by Imp. Sir 
Gallahad Wi—Fair Star by Imp. 
Wrack. Thev all go to the court of 
Imp. Blenhein tf. This mare owned 
by Mr. Nesbitt also goes there and 
to the same sire:— Golden Cub by 
Gallant Fox—Golden Fair, by Imp. 
Wrack. In the same shipment goes a 
Paul Mellon mare, Sunchance, by 
Chance Shot—Sundina, by Imp. Sun 
Briar. She goes to Johnstown. 


Thoroughbreds 
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which Shut Out won, 
2nd. 

For the fourth and last time late 
in the fall in the Gallant Fox Handi- 
cap, in which both were beaten hy 
Dark Discovery; Alsab running 2nd 
and Shut Out 4th. 

Shut Out came out of this race 
lame; he had also been lame be- 
fore he went into it, his starting be- 
ing a serious mistake. 

Yet from the polls of the experts, 
as published, one would suppose 
that Alsab laid over Shut Out by 
many pounds, 

Again, take the case of Whirlaway. 

The glamour attending his colossal 
money-winrings, now nearly $570,- 
000, seems to have blinded the vast 
majority of the experts to about 
everything else in the audit. 

To analyze it, one would suppose 
that it was ‘“‘Whirlaway first the 
rest now here,’”’ so tremendous was 
his majority of the votes cast. 

Yet he was able to win but 12 
races out of 22 starts, which is but 
little better than a fifty-fifty audit: 
to be exact, 54.5 per cent. 

The chief bone of contention, at 
the season’s close, was as between 
him and Alsab—and of their three 
meetings, the latter won two. 

Yet in the polling, as regarded 
them, Whirlaway, in the expert 
opinion, left Alsab down the stretch! 

Something that, very assuredly, 
he never wes able to do upon the 
race course. 

Among the 2-year-olds, the lead- 
ing money-winner, Occupation was 
discounted in favor of Count Fleet; 
the former having won $192,355, 
the latter but $76,245. 

This apparent vagary, however, is 
explained by the fact that in their 
last meeting, in the Pimlico Futur- 
ity, Count Fleet made Occupation 
look rather cheap. 


with Alsab 


And what happens, ‘‘the last time 
out,” as a rule dwarfs every thing 
else if it comes to a close decision. 

Vagrancy, by a wide margin the 
largest money-winning 3-year-old 
filly, was also, by just as wide a 
margin, the best one as a performer. 

But with Askmenow among the 
2-year-old fillies it was different. 
She was able to win but 3 of her 14 
starts! 

However, one of them was the 
rich Selima Stakes, in which, more- 
over, she had a tremendous pull in 
the weights, with but 111 lbs. up. 
But as the race netted her $21,900, 
the cash money carried the poll. 


LASSIFIE 
-ADS- 





FOR SALE—Outstanding registered 
hackney pony mare:—by Cassilis 
Bright Star—Imp. Glenavon Vale- 
tine. For details, Box 82, Chron- 
icle, Berryville, Va. 





FOR SALE OR TRADE—Registered 
Thoroughbred chestnut _ stallion. 
Approximately 16 hands. Coming 
four. Not raced. Will trade for 
middle or heavyweight hunter, 
top quality. L. D. Feuchtenberger, 
Bluefield, W. Va. 12-25-4t-c 





WANTED—Two- thousand locust 
stakes, quote price F. O. B. rail 
head. Box B, The Chronicle, Mid- 
dleburg, Va. 1t-c 


JONES TERRIERS — Puppies, all 
ages, for sale. Apply Post Office 
Box 291, Telephone, Middleburg, 
Va. 176. 11-7 tf. ch. 

















